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To the Comicke, Play-readers, Vener y, 
and Laughter, 


NA ly compare to nothing, ſo naturally , as 
the alteration in apparell: For inthe time 
of the Great-crop-doublet , your huge 
bombaſted plaics, quilted with mighty 
words to leanc purpoſe was onely then 
in faſhion. Andas the doublet fell, neater inuentions 
beganneto ſetvp. Now 1n the time of ſprucenes, our 
plaics followe the nicenes of our Garments, (ingle plots, 
quaint concelts , letcherous teſts, dreſt vp in hanging 
flecucs,and rhole are fit forthe Times,and the Tearmers: 
Such a kindof light-colour Summer ſtuffe,mingled with 
diuerſe colours, you {hall finde this publiſhed Comedy, 
good to keepe you inan afrernoone from dice,at homein 

our chambers ; and for venery you ſhall inde enough, 
for ſixepence, but well coucht and you marke it. For Ye. 
»s being a woman paſles through the play in doublex 
and breeches, a braue diſguiſe and a ſafe one, if the Stas 
ture vnty not her cod-peece point, The book I makeno 
queſtion, but is fit for many of your companies, as well 
as the perſon itſclfe , and may bee allowed both Gallery 
roome at the play-houſe , and chamber-roome at your 
lodging: wotlc things I muſt needs.confeſle the mw 
A 3 as 


FS HE faſhion of play-making,]I can proper- 
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ha's taxt her for , then has bzene written of her; but'tis 
the excellency of a Wciter, to leaue things better then 
h: fiads'em;though ſome abſcoenc fellow(that cares not 
what he writes againſt others, yetkeepes a myſticall bau- 
dy-houſe himſelfe, and entertainesdrunkards, to make 
vſe of their pockets, anJ vent his priuate bottle-ale at 
mid-night) though ſuch a one would haue ript vp the 
molt naſty vice,that cuer hell belcht forth, and preſented 
it toa modeſt Aſſembly ; yet we rather wiſh in ſuch 
diſcoueries, where reputation lies bleeding, a 
{lackencſle of truth, then fulneſſe 
of ſlander. 


TuOMas MiDbDLlLITON. 


Prolopus. 


| A Play (expeffed lowg) mukes the Audience hoke 
For wonders:=-- that each Scene fhould be a booke, 

c_ d toall perfettion; each one comes * 

And brings a play in shead with him : yp he ſummes, 

What he would of 4 Roaring Girle haze writ, 

If that he findes not here, he mewes at it, 

Onely we intreate you thinke our Scene, 

Cannot ſpeake high (the ſubiett being but meane) 

A Roaring Girle(whoſe notes till now newer were ) 

Shallfill with lawghter our vaſt Theater, 

That sall which 1 darepromiſe : Tragick paſsion, 

And ſuch graue ſtuffe, ts this day ont of faſhion. * 

1 ſee attention ſets wide ope her gates 

Of hearing, and with couetons lining waites, 


Toknow what Girle, this Roaring Girle ſhould be. 
(For of that Tribe ars many.) One vs fhee 

That roares at mianight in deepe Tawerne bowles, 
That beates the watch, ana Con#tables comtrouls, 
Another roares? th day time, ſweares FHabbes giues branes, 
Tet ſeils her ſoule to the luſt of fooles and ſlawes, 

Both theſe are Suburbe-rearers. Then there's (beſides) 
A ctaill Citty- Roarine Girlie, whoſe pride , | 
Feafling,and riding, (hakes ber hushands Fate, 
And leanes bim Roaring throughan yrongrate. 
Nene of theſe Roaring Girles is ours: ſhee flies 

VVith wings more lojty. Thus her character lyes, 

Tet what neede characters? when to gine a geſſe, 


Is better then the per for to expreſſe; 
But would you know who 't15? would you heare her name? 


Shee is cal'd madiie Moll; her life, our gs proeclaime. 
| Bn 1 Dramat!s 
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Dramartis Perſonz. 


Sir Alexander Wemtgrane,and Neat/-foot his man. 

Sir Adam Appleton. 

Sir Dauy Dapper. 

Sir Bewteors Ganymed, 

Le rd N, oland " 

Yong Wentgraye.. 

Tacke Dapper, and Gull his page. 

Goſhawhe, | q 
Greenewtt, 

Laxton. [00 


T ilt-y Ard, pu 
yan Ciues & Vxores, _ 
Gallzpor. C 


Afoithe Roaring Girle, 
Trapaoore, 


Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
- Hary Fitz allard his dafighter, 


Cartrlax n Sergiant, and 
= Hanger his Y coman, 
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The Roarin g Girl. 


ACt.I. SC&.1. 


Enter Mary Fitz-Allard' dsſgwiſed like 4 ſempſter with a caſe for 
bands, and Neatfoot a ſeruingman with her, with a napkin on 


his ſhoulder, anda trencher in ha hand as from table. 


Neatfoote. 
MEN Hcyong gentleman (ouryoung maiſter ) Sir 
6 jelexanders {onne, is it into his eares (ſweet 
\ 7 Damſell) ( embleme of fragility) you defire 
2 /< al haue a meſſage tranſported, or to be tran- 
29) ſeendent, 
[GATE < 2a A priuate word or two Sir, nothing 
elſe. | 
Neat. YouſhallfruRtifie in that which you come for : your 
pleaſure ſhall be ſatisfied to your full contentation : I will 
(faireſt tice of generation) watch when our young maiſter is 
erected, ( that is toſay vp) and deliuer him to this your molt 
white hand. 
'Alary Thankes fir, TREE 
Neat. And withall certifie him, that IT have culled out for 
him (now his belly is repleniſhed) a daintier bit or modicome 
thenany lay ypon his trencher at dinner 
of your name, I belſeech your chaſtitie. 
_Hary One Sir,of whom he beſpake falling bands. 
P 


* \ | 
v\ 
\ 
4 


Neat. 


hath he notion. 
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Airy Thaue dyedindeed already fir, 
Net, — — Or will you vouchſafe to kiſle the lip of a 
eup of rich Prleans in the buttry amonglt our waiting women, 
Aly Not now in truth far. 
Neat. Our yorg Maiſter ſhall then hauca feeling of your 
being here pr clently it ſhall ſo be giuvenhim, Exit Neatfoote, 
ary T humbly thanke you fir, butthat wy þofume 
I; full of bitter forrowes, I could ſmile, | 
To ſcethis formall Apeplay Antick tricks: 
But in my breaſt a poyloncd arrow ſtickes, 
And {miles cannot become me, Loue wouenſleightly 
(Such as thy falſe heart makes) weares out as lightly, 
But loue being truicly bred ith theſoule (like mine) 
Blceeds cuento death, at the leaſt wound it takes, 
The more we quench this, the leſle it flakes: Ohme' 


Enter Scbattian Wengraue 9h Neatfoote. 
$2b, A Sempſter ſpeake with me, ſaiſt thou, 
” 4 a 7 | ' - 
"Neat, Yes hir; ſhe's there, viua voce, to deliver her auricular 
confeſſhon, , 
Seb. With me ſweet heart. What iſt ? 
IHary Thaue brought home your bands fir, 
Feb, Bands: Neatfoore, *® 
Neat. Sir, | - | 
Seb. Prithee look in,for all the Gentlemen are vpon riſing. 
Neat. Yes fir.a moſt methodicall attendance ſhall be giuen, 
Seb. And doſt heare, if my father call for me, ſay Iam buſy 
with a Sempſter, 


Neat. Yes fr, heeſhall know it that you are bufied with 4 
needle woman, 


Seb, Ins care good WNeat- foote, 


Neat 


The Roaring Girle. 


Neat, It ſhall be ſo giuen him, Exit Neat-foote. 

Seb. Bands, y'are miſtaken {weete heart , I beſpake none, - 
when, where,]I prithee, what bands, let me ſee them. | 

Mary Yes fir,a bond faſt ſealed, with ſolemne oathes, ' 
Subſcribed vnro (as I thought) with yoar ſoule: | 
Deliurred as your deed in Got of heauen, 

Is this bond canceld, haue you forgot me, 

Seb, Ha!life of my life: Sir Gay Futz.- Allards daughter, 

What has transform d my loueto this ſtrange ſhape ? 
Stay:makeall ſure, — ſo: nowſpeake andbe briefe, 
Becauſe the wolfe's at dorethatlyes 1g waite, 
To prey vpon vs both albeit mine eyes | 
Are bleſt by thine, yer this ſo ſtrange diſguiſc 
Holds me with feare and wonder, 

Mary Mines aloathed fight, 
Why from it are you baniſh elſe ſo long. 

Seb. Imuſt cut ſhort my ſpeech, in broken language, 
Thus much ſweete Aol, I muſtthy company ſhun, 

T court another Moll, my thoughts muſt run, 
As a horſe runs, thats blind, round in a Mill, 
Oureuery ſtep, yet keeping onepath ſtill. 

CAlary Vmh: muſt you ſhun my company,in one knot 
Haue both our hands byt a hands of heauen benetyed, 

Now to be broke, I thought me once your Bride: 
Our fathers did agree on the time when, 
And muſt another bed-fellow fill my roome. 

Seb. Sweete maid, lets looſe no time, tis in heauens booke 
Set downe, that I mult haue thee : an oath we tooke, 

To keep our vowes, but when the knight your father 

Was from mine parted, ſftormes began to fit 

Vpon my couectous fathers brow:which tell 

From them on me, he reckond vp what gold 

This marriage would draw from him, at which he ilwore, 

Ta looſe ſo much bloud, could not grieue him more. 

He then diſwades me from thee, cal'd thee not faire, 

And askt whar is ſhee, but a beggars heire? 

He ſcorn dthy dowry of (5000) Markes. 
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The Roaring Girle, 


if ſucha ftumme of mony could be found, 
AndI would match withthat,hee'd not bndoe it, 
Pr -outded Þ1s bags might ad de nothingto it, 
But vo w a, if 1 1 took? Hee, nay more, did "OL 2 it, 
Sauc birth trom him T nothing ſhould 16herit, 
Mary What followes then, ny ſhip-wracke. 
Yb. 1c arelt no: 
{ho wildly ina laborinti ] go, 
My end is to mcete thee : w 1tha fide winds 
Muſt I no: {ale elic I no haven can finde 
But both muſt tinke for cuer. There s a wench 
(Cal d Ae, mad Aol, or merry Moll, acreature 
Softrange in quality, a whole citty takes 
£ Note of | ker name and perſon, all that affcion 
[ oweto thee, on her in counterfet paſſion, 
i ſpend to mad my father: he belecues 
T uoate vp! this Roarmng Guwrle, and grieues 
As it becomes a father for aſonne, 
That could beſo bewitcht : yet ile go on 
This croked way, f1gh {till for her, faine dreames, 
In which iletalke onely of her, theſe ſtreames 
Shall, I h wee; force my father to conſent 
That hecre I a1chor rather then be rent 
Vpon a 002M {0 dangerours, Art thou pleas 4, 
Becauſe thou ſceit we are way-laid, that 7 ake 
A path thats ſafe, tho it be farre about, 
Atſry My prayers with heauen gn de thee, 
Seb. Then I will on, 
My father is at hand, kiſſe and begon; 
44s res ſhall be ache for meetings: I muſt noy. 
As menfor feare, toa ſtrange Idoll bow. 
Aary Retreat 
Seb, Ile guidethee forth, when next we meete, 
Aſo ry of 17411 (hall wake our mirth more ſweet, E xeant 
Eiter Sir Alexan 3der W engraue, Sir Dauy Dapper, Sir Adam 
Appl-ron Goſhake Laxton, and Gentlemen, 


Omuzs Thanks good Sir Alexander for our bountcous cheere: 
Ales. 


The Roaring Girle: 


eMtex, Fy, fy, in giuing thankes you pay to deare. 
S. Dap. When bounty ſpreades the table, faith t'were finne, 
(at going of ) if thankes ſhould nor ep in. 
eMlex, No more of thankes,no more,I mary Sir, 
Th'inner roome was too cloſe, how do you like 
This Parlour Gentlmen? 
Omnes Ohpaſling well. 
. Adam What aſweet breath the aire caſts heere, ſo coole, 
Goſh. Tlikethe proſpect bet. 
Lax. Sec how tis furniſhr. 
S,. Dap. Avery faire {weete roome, 
Alex. Sir Dany Dapper, 
The furniture that doth adorne this roome, 
Coſt many a faire gray groatere it came here, 
But good things are molt cheape, when th'are moſt deere, | 
Nay when you looke into-my galleries, - 
How brauely they aretrim'd vp, you all ſhall ſweare 
Yare highlypleaſd toſce whats ſet downe there: 
Stories of men and women (mixt together 
Faire ones with foule, like ſun-ſhine in wer wether) 
Within one ſquare a thouſand heads are laid 
So cloſe, that all of heads,the roome leeemes made, 
As many faces there (fiil'd with blith lookes) 
Shew like the promiſing titles of new bookes, 
(Writ merily) the Readers being their owne eyes, 
Whichſeeme to moue and to giut plaudities, 
And here andthere (whilſt with obfequious cares, 
Throng d heapes do liiten) a cut purſe thruſts and leeres 
With haukes eyes for his prey: I need nor ſhew him, 
By a hanging villanous looke, your ſelues may know him, 
The face 15 drawne fo rarely, Then fr below, 
The very flowre (as twere) waues to and fro, 
And like a floating Iland, ſeemes to moue, 
Vpon a fea bound in with ſhores aboue, £vxter Sebatian ana 
Omner, Theſe fights are excellent. 11, Greene-wit, 
Alex, Tle ſhew you all, 


Stance weare met, make our parting.Comicall, 
B 3 Seba- 
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4 11 INUArnng Glrie. 


5eb. This oentleman(my friend) will take his leave Sir, 

Alex. Ha, ke his leaue (Sebaſtian) who? 

Seb, This gentleman. 

eAlex. Y out lous fir, has already giuen me {ometime, 
Andifyou pleaſeto walt my age with more, 
[t ſhall pay double intereſt : Eg fir ſtay, 

Green. lhaue beene too bold, 

e Alex. Not ſfohr. A merry day 
Monelt friends being ſpent, is better then gold ſaud, 
Some wine,ſome wine, Where be theſe knaues I keepe, 


Enter three or joure Seruingmen, and Neatfoote, 


Neat. Atyour worſhipfull elbow, fir, | 
Alex. You arc kiſſing my maids drinking,or faſtaſleep. 
Neat. Your i has giuen it vs right, 
e Alex. You varlcts {trre, 
Chaires,ftooles and athions - pre thee fir Dany Popper, 
Make tt at chaire thine. 
Str Dap. Tis butan eafie gift, 
And yet I thanke you for it fir,] le take it, 
eAlex. A chaire for old fir #100 Appleton. 
Neat. Abacke friend to your worſhip. 
Adam. Mary good Neatfoot, 
| thanke thee for it: backe friends ſometimes are good, 


Alex. Pray make that Goole your pearch, good M.Goſhawke. 


Goſh. 1 ftoope ro your lure fr, 
Alex. Sonne Seby tran, | 

Take Maiſter Greenew:it to you. | 
Seb, Sit deere friend, 


A/ex. Nay maiſter Laxton-——-furniſh maiſter Laxton 

With what he wants (a ſtone) a ſtoole I would ſay, a ſtoole. 
Laxton, 1 had rather ſtand fir. E xeunt ſeruants. 
Alex, Iknowyou had,'good M. Laxton,) So, fo-- 

Now heres ameſle of friends .and (gentlemen) 

Becauſerimes elafſe ſhallnor he running long, 

I Lic quicken; it wich a pretty tale, 


LEY 


I 


The Roaring Girle: 


Sir Dap. Good rales do well, 
In theſe bad dayes,where vice does ſo excel, - 
Adam. Begin fir Alexander. 
Alex. Laſt day I met 
An aged man vpon'v/hoſe head was ſcor'd, 
Adebr of iuft fo many yeares as theſe, 
Which I owe to my graue,the man you all know, 
Omnes, His name pray you fr, 
Alex. Nay you ſhall pardon me, 
But when he ſaw me(with a heh that brake, 
Or ſeem d to breake his OG he ſpake : 
Oh my good knight, ſaies he,(and then his cies 
Were richer euen by that which made them poore, 
They had ſpent ſo many teares they had no more.) 
Oh fir (ſaies he) you know it, for you ha ſeene 
Bleſſings toraine vpon mine houſe and me: | 
Fortune(who ſlaues men) was my ſlaue : her wheele 
Hath ſpun me golden threads, for I thanke heauen, 
I nere had but one cauſe ro curſe my ſtarres, 
I ask't him then, what that one cauſe mightbe, 
Omnes, So Sir, 
Alex. He paus d, and as we often ſee, 
A ſea ſo much becalm d,there can be found 
No wrinckle on his brow,his waues being drownd 
In their owne rage : but when th'imperious wind, 
Vie ſtrange inuiſtble tyranny ro ſhake 
Both heauens and earths foundationat their noyſe: 
The ſeas ſwelling with wrath to part that fray 
Riſe vp,and are more wild,more mad, then they, 
Euen ſo this good old man was by my queſtion 
Stir'd ypto roughnefle, you might ſee his gall 
Flow euea in's cies: then grew he fantaſticall, . 
Sir Dap. Fantaſticall, ha,ha, 
Alex. Yes,andralke odly. 
e Adam. Pray fir proceed, 
How did this old man end? 
Alex, Mary fit thus, 


« __ hs 


TheRoaring Girle. 


He left his wild fit to read ore his cards, 
Yet then (though age caſt ſnow on all his haires ) 
He ioy d becauſe(ſaies he) the God of gold 


Has beene to me no niggard: that diſeaſe 


(Of whichall old men ficken) Auarice 


Neuer infeted me. 


Lax. He meanes not himſelfe i me ſure. 
Alex, Forlike a lamp, 


Fed with continuall oyle, I ſpend and thtow 


My light to all that need it, yet haue ſtill 
Enongh to ſerue my ſelfe, oh but (quoth he) 
Tho heauens. dew fall , thus on this aged tree, 


| Thauea ſonne thats like a wedge doth cleaue, 


My very heart roote, | 

S,Dap. Had he ſuch aſonne, 

Seb, NowT do ſmell a fox ſtrongly. 

Alex, Lets lee: no Maiſter Greene-mt 15 not yet 
So mellow in yeares as he; but as like Sebaſtian, 

Iuſt ike my ſonne Sebaſtian, — ſuch another. 

Seb,How finely like a fencer my father fetches hisby-blewes 
to hit me, but if Ibeate you not at your owne weapon of ſub 
tilty. 

-"M This ſonne (faithhe) that ſhould be 
The columne and maine arch-ynto my houſe, 

The crutch vnto my age,becomes a whirlewind 


Shaking the firme foundation, 


Adam Tis ſome prodigall. 

$eba. Well ſhot old Adum Bel). 

Alex, No citty monſter neither, no prodigall, 
But ſparing, wary, cull, and (tho wiueleſſe) 
Aa excellent husband, and fuch a traueller, 
He has more tongues in his head then ſome haue teeth, 

S. Dap, Thaue buttwo in myne 

* Goſh. So ſparing andſo wary, 


'What th-n could vex his father ſo. 


- Alex, Oh a woman, 
Seb, AﬀcſhAly, that canvez any man, 


Alsx: 


The Roaring Girle. 
eMex. Aſcuruy woman, 
On whom the a old manſwore he doated: 
A creature (faith he) nature hath brought forth 
To mocke the ſex of woman.-- - It is athing 
One knowes not howto name, her birth began 
Ere ſhe was all made. Tis woman more then man, 
Man more then woman,and (which to none can hap) 
The Sunne giues her two ſhadowes to one ſhape, 
Nay more, let this ſtrange thing, walke, ſtand or fit, 
No blazing ſtarre drawes more eyes after it, 
S. Dap. A Monſter, tis ſome Monſter. 
Alex, Shee's a varlet. 
$:b. Now is my cue tobrifſtle, 
eflex, A naughty packe, 
Seb, Tis falſe. 
Alex. Ha boy. 
Seb. Tis falſe. . 
eflex. Whats falſe, I ſay ſhee's nought, 
Seb. I ſay that tongue | 
Thardares ſpeake ſo (bur yours) ftickes inthe throate 
Of a ranke villaine, ſet your {clic afide, ------ 
eAlex, . So fir what then. 
Seb. Any here elſe hadlyed. 
Ithinke I ſhall fir you —— afide. 
Alex, Lye. | 
Seb, Yes. 
Sir Dap. Doth this concerne him. _ 
eMlex. Ah firraboy, - 
" 1s your bloud heated :boyles it: are you ſtung, 
Ile pierce you deeper yet: oh my deerefriends, 
I am that wretched father, this that ſonne, 
That ſees his ruine, yet headlong on doth run, 
Adam, Will you loue ſucha poylon. 
S. Dap. Fye, fye. * 
$2b. Yate all mad. 


Alex. Thart fickeat heart, yet feelſt it not : of all theſe, 


What Gentleman (but tho) knowing his diſeaſe 
| C 


1 ne 1\oaring Girie, 


Mortall, would ſhun the cure : oh Maiſter Greenewit, 
Would you to luchan Idoll bow, 

Greene, NorTiir, 

Al:x, Heer's Maiſter Laxton,has he mind to a woman 

As thou haſt. 

| L,5X. Nonot] tir, 

eAMlivx. Sir I know it, | 

Lis, There good parts are ſo rare,there badſo common, 
] will haue nov ght to do with any woman, 

Sir Dap. T15 well done Maiſter Laxtor., 

Alex. Oh thou crucll boy, 
Thou would(t wich luſt an ald mans life deſtroy, 
Becauſe thou ſceſt Tme halfe way in my graue, 
Thou ſhouelſt duſt ypon me: wod thou mighteſthaue 
Thy wiſh, moſt wicked, moſt vrnaturall. 

Dap. Why tir, tis thought, fir Gu) Fitz-: Allard; dau ghter 

Shall wed your ſonne Sebaſtian. | 

Alex. Sir Dany Dapper. 
I haue ypon my knees, wood this fond boy, 
To take that vertuous maiden. 

Seb. Harke you a word fir, sf 
You on your knees haue curft that vertuous maiden, 
And me for louing her,yet do you now 
Thus baffle me to my face: were not your knees : 
Inſuch intreates, giue me Fuz- Allaras daughter, 

Alex, llegiue thee rats-bane rather, 

Seb. Well then you knoxw 
What diſh TI meane to feed ypon. 

Alex, Harke Gentlemen, 
He ſweares to haue this cut-purſe'drab, to ſpite my gall. 

Omnes. Maiſter Sebaſtian, | 

Seb. T amdeafe to you all, 
Ime ſo bewitcht, ſo bound to my deſires, 
Teares,prayers,threats,nothing can quench out thoſe fires © 
That burne within me. Ext Seba#tiaw. 
Alex. Her bloud ſhall quench it then, 
Looſe him not, oh diſwade him Gentlemen, 


Sir 'Dap. 


The Roaring Girle. 
Sir Dap. He ſhall be weand Iwarrant you, 

Alex. Before his eyes 
Lay downe his ſhame,my priefe, his miſeries, 

Onmes. No more, no more,away. Excunt all but fir 

Alex, IT waſha Negro, Alexander. 
Loofing both paines and coſt: but take thy flight, 

Ile be moſt neere thee, when I'me leaſt in fight. 
Wilde Bucke ile hunt thee breathlefſe, thou ſhalt run on, 
But Iwill turne thee when I me not thought ypon. 
Emer Ralph T rapadore: 
Now firra what are you, leaue your Apes trickes and ſpeake. 

Trap. Aletter from my Captaine to your Worſhip. 

Alex, Oh, oh, nowlI remember tis to preferre thee into my 
ſeruice, 

Trap. To be aſhifter vnder yotir Worſhips noſe of a clean 
trencher, when ther's a good bit ypor't. 

eAlex, Troth honeſt fellow -- -- humh -- ha -- let me ce, 
This knaue ſhall be the axe to hewthat downe 
At which I tumble, has a face that promiſeth 
Much of a villaine, I will grind his wit, 

And if the edge proue fine make vſe,of it, 
Come hither = canſt thou be ſecret, ha. 

Trap. Astwo crafty Atturneys plotting the vndoing of 
their clyents, 

Alex, Didfſt neuer, as thou haft walkt about this towne 
Heare of a wench cal 'd I/o/4, mad merry vl. 

Trap. Mell cutpurle fir. 

Alex. The fame,doſt thou know her then, 

Trap. AſwellasI know twill raine vpon Simon and Iudes day 
next, I will fift all the tauerns ith citty , and drinke halfe pots 
with all the Watermen ath bankſide, but if you will fir Tle find 
her out, 

Alex. That task is eaſy, doot then, hold thy hand vp. 

Whats this,iſt burnt? : 
Trap. No firno, a little find 


od with making fire workes. 


. Alex, Ther's mony,ſpend ir,that being ſpent fetch more. / 


Trap, Oh fir that all the poore fouldiers in England had 
C 2 {\uch 
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ſuch aleader. For fetching no water Spaniell is like we, 

Alex, This werch we ſpeake of, ſtraies ſo from her kind 
Nature repents ſhe made her, Tis a Mermaid + 
Has cold my ſonne to ſhipwracke, | 

* Trap. Ile cut her combe for you. | 
eAleo;, Tlerellour gold for thee then: hunt her forth, \. "oy 
Caſt out a line hung full of filuer hookes 
To catch her to thy company: deepe ſpendings 
May draw her thats molt chaſt to a mans boſome, 

Tray. The gingling of Golden bels, and a good foole with 
a hobbyhorie,wil draw all the whoores ith to wneto dance ina 
morris, . : 

Alex, Or rather, for thats beſt, (they ſay ſometimes 
Shee goes in breeches) follow her as her man. 

Trap. And when her breeches are off, ſhee ſhall follow me. 

Alex. Beate all thy braines to ſcrue her. 

Trap. Lounds fir, as country wenches beate creame, til! 
butter comes. 

Alex, Play thou the ſuttle ſpider, weaue fthe nets 
To inſnarc her very life. / 

Trap. Hcrlife. 

Alex. Yesſucke jr, 
Her heart-bloud if thou canft, twiſt thou but cords: 
To catch her, Ile inde law to havg hervp. 

Trap. Spokelike a Worſhipfull bencher. 

Alex. Trace allher ſteps : at this ſhee-foxes den 

' Watch what lamds enter : let me play the ſheepeheard 
To ſaue theirthroats from bleeding, and cut hers, 

Trap. This is the goll ſhall doot, 

eAM/ex, Befirme and gaine me 
Euer thine owne. This done I entertaine thee: 

How 1s thy name. 


—= | Trap. My name fir 15 Rad 7 Trapaore , honeſt Raph, j = 
Alev, Trapdore, be like thy name, a dangerons ſtep 
A For her to venture on, bur vato me. 


Tr. As faſt as your fole toyour boote or ſhooefir, . 
Alex, Hence then, be little ſcenc here as thou cap. 


We: 
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Ve till be at thine elbow. B 
| Trap, Thetrapdores ſer. 22.59 
Moll if you budge yare gon: this me ſhall crowne, 
A Rofring Boy, the Roaring Girle puts downe, * 
Alex, God a mercy, looſe no tine. Exennt, 


The three ſhops opening ra 2: the firſt a Poticarier ſhop, the next 
"a Fether ſhop: the th:r4a Sempiters ſhop : _Miſtreſſe Gallipor | 
inthe firſt, Miſtreſſe Tiltyard #nthe next, Yuiſter Openworke 
ani hy wife inthe third, to thememers Laxton, Goſhawke and 

Greenewit, 8 


—__ bo 
BW "= 0. Ip - 


ALL Dpen, Gentlemen what iſt you lacke. What iſt you 
buy, ſee fine bands and ruffes, fine lanes, fine cambrickes, 
what ift you lacke Gentlemen, what iſt you buy? | 

Lax. Yonders the ſhop.. 

G2/h. Is that ſhee, Lax, Peace, 

Green Shee that minces Tobacco, 

L wx. I: ſhees a Gemlewoman borneT can tell you, tho it 
be her hard fortune now to ſhread Indian por-hearbes. 

Go, Obfirtis many a good womns forrune , when her 
husband turns bankrout,to begin with pipes and et vpagaine, 

Lax. Andindeedtherayſing of the wowan is £ lifting 
vp of the mans head at all times, if one floriſh, tother will bud 
as faſt I warrant ye. | 

G2/h, Come thart familiarly acquainted there, T'grope that. 


Lax, And you gropeno better ith dark you may chance lye 
ith ditch whenyare drunke, 


Go/v, Gothart a mifticallletcher. 
Lax, I will not deny but my credit may take vp an ounce 
_ of pure ſmoake, | 
Go/b.May take vp an ell of pure ſnock; away go,ris the cloſeft 
ſtriker, Life I chink he comirs venery 4 0 ſoote'deepe, no mans 
aware 0nt,Llik:a palpable (mockſter go to worke fo openly, 
withthetricks of art,thar I'me as aparantly ſcen as a naked bo 
in 2viall, & were ir not for a guift of trechery that T have in me 
codetray my friend whe he puts moſt truſt in me (maſle yond = 
: C. 3 Ee 
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hee is too) and by his iniurie to make good my accefſeto 
her, I ſhould appeare as defeCtiue in courting , as a Farmers 
ſonne the firſt day of his feather, that doth nothing at Court, 
but woe the hangings and glaſſe windowes for a month toge- 
ther, and ſome broken wayting woman for euer after, 1 find 
thoſe imperfections in my vencrie,that were't not for flatterie 
and falſhood,I ſhould want diſcourſe and impudence, and hee 
that wants impudence among women , is worthy to bee kickt 
out at beds feet, — Heſhall not ſee me yer, 

Greene. Troth this is finely ſhred. 

Lax. Oh viomen are the be(Fmincers. 

CAMi.Gal. Thad bina good phraſe for a Cookes wife fir, 

Lax. Bur twill ſerue generally , like the front ofanewe 
Almanacke:; as thus: Calculated for the meridian of Cookes 
wiues,but generally for all Engliſhwomen, 

Alift.Ga!l. Nay you ſhall hate fir, I haue fild it foryou, 

Shee pats t to the fire, 

Lax, The pipe's ina good hand,and I wiſh mine alwaies ſo, 

Gree, But not tobe vs da that faſhion, 

Lax. O pardon me fir, I vnderitand no french, 

I pray be couerd. Iacke apipe of rich ſmoake. 

Geſb. Rich ſmoake; that's 6,pence a pipe iſt ? 

reen, To me ſweet Lady. 

Mift.Gal, Be not forgerful;reſpeQ my credit; ſeem ſtrange; 
Artand Wit makes afoole of ſuſpition :— pray be warie. 

Lax. Puſh,I warrant you : — come, how itt gallants ? 

Green, Pure and excellent. 

Lax. Ithought twas good, you were growne ſo filent;you 
ate like thoſc that loue not toralkeat vituals, tho they make 
a worſe noyſe i thenoſe then a common fidlersprentice , and 
diſcourſe a whole Supper with inuffling ; _— I muſt ſpeake a 
word with you anone, | | 

Aift.Gal. Make your way wiſely then. (ners, 

Goſp, Oh whart elſe fir, hee's perfeCion it (elfe, full of man- 


Bur not an acre of ground belonging to'em. 


Green, I and full of forme, has ne're a good ſtoole in's 
chamber. | 


Goſh, 


DP 
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Goh, But aboue all religious : hee prayeth daily vpon elder 


brothers. 

Green, And valiantaboue meaſure; h'as runne three ſtreets 
from a Sericant, : 

Lax. Pub, Puh. he blowes tobacco intheir faces, 

Green.Goſp. Oh,puh,ho;ho, 

' Lax. So,ſfo. 

Miſt. Gal. Whats the matter now fir ? 

Lax, Tproteſt I me in extreame want of money, if you can 
ſupply mee now with any meanes, you doe mee the greateſt 
pleaſure, next tothe bountic of your loue, as euerpoore gen- 
tleman taſted, - | 

AP Gal, What's the ſumme would pleaſure ye fir ? 

Tho you deſerue nothing lefſeat my hands. 

L:1x, Why tis but for want. of opportunitie thou know'fi; 
I put her off with opportunitie ſtill: by this light I hate her, 
but for meanesto keepe me in faſhion with gallants ; for what 
I take from her,I ſpend vpon other wenches, beare her in hand 
ſtill; ſhee has wit enough to rob her. husband, and I waies e- 
nough to conſume the money : why how now ? what the 
chin-cough ? 

Goſh, Thou haſt the cowardlieſt tricke to come before a 
mans face avd ſtrangle himere hee be aware, I could find in 
my heart to make a quarrell in-carneſt. 

Lax. Poxe and thou do ſt, thou know ſtIneuer vſe to fight 
with my friends,thow' but loofe thy labour int. 

Iacke Dapper ! Enter 1. Dapper,and his man Gull, 

Greene, Mounfier Dapper, I dive downe to your anckles. 

].Dap. Sauc ye gentlemen all three in a peculiar ſalute, 

Goſh, He were ill to make alawyer,hee diſpatches three at 
once, 

Lax, So wel faid : but is this ofthe ſame Tobacco miſtreſlc 
Gallipot ? 

HMGal. The ſame you had at firſt fir, 

Lax. I wiſh it no Ln this will ſerue to drinke at my 
ehamber. 

Goſh, Shall we taſte apipe ont ? 

wy, PP Fab 
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Lax, Net of this by my troth Gentlemen, I haue ſworne 
beforcyon, 

Goſp, What not Tatke dapper. 

Lave Pardon me feet /ucke, I me ſorry T madeſucharaſh 
oath, bur fooliſh oathes muſt itand: where art going lacke, 

"7 Faithto buy one tether. 

Lax. One fether, the foole's peculiar {till. 

Tac. Dar, Gul. 

Gul. Maifter, 

Iac.Dap. Heer's three haifepence for your ordinary,boy, 
meete me an howrehencec in Powles. 

Gx/. How three fingle halfepence;life,this will ſcarce ſerue 
a man infauce, 2 halporth of muſtard,a halporth of oyle, and a 
halperth of viniger, whats leftchen for thepickle herring:this 
{howes like 1 nal hkde 1th __ after a oreat ſurfer of 
wine ore night, hee could ſpend his three pound laſt night in 
a ſupper amongſt girles and braue baudy-houſe boyes, I 
thought his poc Lers cackel not for nothing, theſc are the egs 
of three pound, Ile go lup'em vp preſently. Exu Gel. 

L :x. Fight, nine, ten A ngels, good wenchifaith, and one 
that loucs Fakenefle well, ſhc outs out a candle w th the beſt 
tricks of any drugſters wite in England : but that w hich mads 
her IT raile vpon oportunity {til}, and take nonotice on't. The 


other night ſhe would needs Vi mc into a rooine with 2 Can- 


le in her hand troſhow me a nakedpicture,, where no ſooner 

entred but the candle was ſent of an arrant : 'now I not inten- 
ding to ynderftand her, bur like a puny zt the Innes of venery, 
cal'd for another ligh it innocently , thus reward T all her cun- 
ning with ſimple miſtaking. I know ſhe coſcns hex husbandto 
keepe me. and Ile keepe her honeſt, as long 25Tcan, to make 
the poore man ſomepart of amends, an 1honeſt minds of - a 
whooremaiſter, how thizke you amongt you, what a freſh 
DIPe,draw Ina third man. 

Goh, No your a horder , you ingroſe bith Ounces, 

At the Fether Joop n0W, 
Jac. Das. Puh T like it not. 
AL,Tiltyard What ferher iſt you ld haue fir, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are moſt worne and moſt in faſhion, 
Amongſt the Beuer gallants the ſtone Rigers, 
The private ſtages audience, the twelu peny ſtool Gentlemen, 
Icanenforme you tis the generall fether, 
lac.Dap. And therefore I miſlike it, tell me of generall. 
. Now a continuall Sz, and [wdes raine 
Beate all your fethers as flat downe as pancakes, 
Shew Mme —=— 2 ſpangled tether, 
CHMH,Tut, Oh to go a teaſting with, | 
You'd haue it for a hinch boy, you ſhall, Art the Sempfters 
Haif.Open, Maſe I had quite forgor, ſhop now, 
His Honours footeman was here laſt night wife, 
Ha you done with my Lords ſhirt, 
Miſt,Oper. Whats that toyon fir, 
I was this morning at his Honours lodging, 
Ere ſuch a ſnake as you crept out of your ſhell. 
Haiſt.Open, Oh'twas well done good wife. ' 
AMr.Op.Thold it better fir, then if you had don't your ſelfe, 
Ma.Op. Nay ſo fay1: but is the Countefles ſmocke almoft 
donne mouſe. 
Mi,Op. Here lyes the cambricke fir, but wantsI feare mee. 
Ha, Op. Te reſolue you of that preſently, 
415.0p. Haida, oh audacious groome, 
Dare you preſume to noble womens linnen, 
Keepe you your yard to meaſure ſheepeheards holland, 
I muſt confine you Iſee thar. At the Tobacco ſhop now. 
Goſh. What ſay you to this geere. | 
Zax. Idare the arrants critticke in Tobacco 
To lay one falt vpon't,  EmtptroeMol! in a Arr lerhin and 
Goſh. Life yonders 101. oP” a blacks ſawegard. 
Lax. Mol which Mol, Ge«fp, honeſt CMol, | 
Lax. Prithee lets call her --- Aol. 
ell, CAMol, Mol,piſt Hol. 
AZ, How now, whats the matter. 
Goſy. Apipe of good tobacco el. 
Me, I cannot ſtay, 


Goſh, Nay Il! puh, prethee harke, but one word ifaith. 
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Aol. Well what iſt, 
reen, Prithee c@ne hither firra, 

Lax. Hart I would giue but roo much money to be nibling 
with that wench, life, ſh'as the Spirit of foure great pariſhes, 
and a voyccthat will drowne all the Citty, me thinkes a braue 
Captaine might get all his ſouldiers vpor her, andnerebec 
beholding to a company of mile-end milke ſops, if hee could 
come on, and come off quicke enough: Such a Iod were a 
mariboae before an /taltan, hee - would cry bona roba 
till his ribs were nothing but bone, Ile lay hard fiege to her, 
mony is that .{qwa fortis, that cates into many a maidenhead, 
where.the wals are fleſh & bloud lle euer pierce through with 
a golden auguer, 

Go, Now thy iudgement ell, iſt not good? 

Aol. Yes faith tis very good tobacco, how do youlell an 
an ounce, farewell. God b'y you Miſtrefle Gallipor, 

Geſh. Why Aol, Mol. 

Aol. I cannot ſtay now ifaith ,” Tam going to buy a ſhag 
rutte, the ſhop will be ſhut in preſently, _ 

Go/h, Tis the maddeſt fantaſticalſt girle: --Ineuer knew ſo 
muchfleſh and ſo much nimbleneſle pur together. 

Lav. Shee ſlips from one company to another, likea fat 
Hele between a Dutchmas fingers:--Ile vratch my time for her. 

AMit.Ga!l, Some will not Ricke to ſay ſhees a man 
And ſome both man and woman. ; 

Lax. That were excellent, ſhe might firſt cuckold the hus- 
band and then make him do as much for the wife. 

The Fether ſhop againe, 
Afell. Saue you; howfges Miſtreſſe Tiltyard? 
].Dap. Mol. i "# 
Aol. Tacke Dappper. 
1.Dap. How doſt Aol. 
Adel, Tletell the by and by, I go but toth next ſhop, 
[:Dap. Thou ſhalt find me here this howre abour a fether. 

Hel. Nay and afether hold you in. play a whole houre, a 
gooſe will laſt you all the daies of yeur life, Let me ſee a good 
ſhag rufte. T be Sempſter ſhop. 

AM1ift,Open, 
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Maiſt.Open, Miſtreſſe ary that ſhalt thou ifaith, andthe 
beſt in the ſhop, 

Mift.Open, How now, greetings, loue tearmes with a pox 
betweene you, haueI found out one of your haunts, I ſend you 
for hollands,and you're ith the low countries with a miſchiefe, 
Ime ſeru'd with good ware byrh ſhift,that makes itlye dead fo 
long vpon my hands, I were as good ſhut yp ſhop, for whenI 
open it I take nothing. 

AMaiff.Oper. Nay and you fall aringing once the diuell can- 
not ſtop you, Ile out of the Belfry as faſt as I can — Cel. 

Atift.Open, Get you from my ſhop, 

Arol. I come to buy, (ſhop 

CHMiſt.Open, Ile ſell ye nothing, T warne yee my houſe and 

Mol.You goody Openworke,you that prick out a poore liuing 
And ſowes many a bawdy skin-coate toSether, | 
Thou priuate pandrefſe betweene ſhirt and ſmock, 

I wiſh thee for a minute but a man: 
Thou fhouldſt neuer vſe more ſhapes, but as th'art 
I pitty my reuenge,now my ſpleenes vp, @Onter a fellow with 


a long rapier by his fide. / 
I would notmocke it willingly — ha be thankfull. : 
Now I forgiue thee. | 
CHiſt.Open, Mary hang thee,I neuer askt forgiueneſle in 
my liſe. 


Aol. You goodman ſwinesface. 

Fellow What wil you murder me, 

Aol. You remember ſlaue, how you abuſd met other night 
ina Tanerne. p 
Fel, Not Iby this light. . \ | 
CAA. No, but by candlelight you did, you haue trickes 
to ſauce your oathes, reſeruations haue you,andT hauereſerued 
ſomewhat for you,--- as you like that call formore, you know 
the ſigne againe, 

Fel. Pox ant, hadTbrought any company along with mee 
to haue borne witffefle on't, 'twold ne're haue grieu'd me, but 
to be ſtrucke and nobody by, tis my ill fortune ſtill, why tread 


ypon a worme they ſay twill turne taile, but indeed aGentle- 
| D 2 man 
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man ſhould haue more manners, Exit fellow, 

Lax. Gallantly performed ifath o/, and manfully, LI loue 
thee for cuer fort, baſe rogue, had he offerd but the leaſt coun- - 
ter-buffe,by this hand I was prepared for him. 

els You prepared for him, why ſhovld you be prepared for 
him, was he any mote then a man. 

Lax, No nor fo much by a yard anda handfull London 
mea{ure., 

Aol, Why do you ſpeake this then, doe you thinke I can- 
not tide a tone horle, vnleſſe one lead hin1 bith ſnaffle. . 

Lax. Yes and ſit him brauely,I know thou canſt 294, twas 
but an honeſt miſtake through loue, and Ile make amends fort 
any. way, prethee ſweete plumpe 721, when ſhall thou and I 

o out a towne together, 

Met, Whether toTyburne prethee. ; 

Lax, Maſſe thats out atowne indeed, thou hangſt ſo many 
ieſts vpon thy friends ſtil.I meane honeſtly to Branford, Stames 
or Ware. 

CMol. What to do there. 

Lax. Nothing but bee merry and lye together, Tle hire a 
coach with foure horſes, 

Ae. ITthought twould beeabeaſtly iourney, you may 
leaue out one wel,three horſes will ſerue,if Iplay the iade my 
ſclfe. | | 

Lax. Nay puſh thartſuch another kicking wench, prethee 
be kind and lets meete. #" 

Hel. Tis bard but we ſhall mette fir, 

Lax. Nay bur appointthe place then, there's ten Angels in 
faire gold A7e/, you ſce Ido nor trifle with you,do but ſay thou 
wilt meete me, and lle haue a coach ready for thee. 

CHol. Why here's my hand Ile meete you fir, 

Zax.. Oh good gold,---the place ſweete Mol. 

Mel. It ſhal be your appointment. 


% 


Lax. Somewhat neere Holborne Mel. 
ol, In Graies-Inne fields then,, © *” 
Lax. A match. 2401, Ile meete you there, 
Lax, The houre, Hol. Three, | 


The Roanng Girle. | 

Lax. That will betime enoughto ſup at Braineford, 

Hs | Fall from them tothe othey, 

HMa.Op.T am of ſuch a nature fir, IcannotEndure the houſe 
when ſhee ſcolds, ſh'has a tongue will be hard further in a till 
morning then Saint Antlings-bell,ſhe railes vypkg me for for- 
raine wenching,that Ibcing a freemimuſt needs keep a whore 
ith ſubburbs, and ſecke to impoueriſh the liberties, when we 
fall out, I trouble you ſtill to make all whole with my wife. 
_ Goſh, No trouble atall,tis a pleaſure to mee to ioyne things 
together, | 

AHaiſt.Open.Gothy waies, I doe this but to try thy honeſty 
Goſhawke, | The Fether ſhop. 

1ac,Dap. How lik ſt thou this 10! 

Ao!, Ohlingularly,your fitted now for a bunch, he lookes 
forall the world with thoſe ſpangled fethers like a noblemans 
bedpoſt : The purity of your wench wouldI faine try, ſhee 
ſeemes like Kent ynconquered, andI beleeueas many wiles 
are in her ----- 6h the gallants of theſe times are ſhallow let- 
chers, they put not their courtſhip home enough to a wench, 
tis impoſhble to know what woman is throughly honeſt, be- 
cauſe ſhee's nere thorougly try'd,I am of that certaine belcefe 
there are more queanes in this towne of their owne making, 
then of any mans prouoking, where lyes the flacknefſe then? 
many a poore ſoule would downe,and ther's nobody will puſh 
Women are courted but nere ſoundly tri'd, (em: 
As many walke in ſpurs that neuerride. The Sempſters ſhop. 

At, Operi, Oh abominable, 

Goſh, Nay moreT ell you inpriuate, he keeps a whore ith 


ſubburbs, 


iſt. Open. O ſpittlte dealing, Icame tohim a Gentlewo.. 


man borne, Tle ſhew you mine armes when you pleaſe fir. 
0/5. T hadrather (ce your legs, and begin that way. 
CIMf.Openworke Tis well knowne he tooke me from a La. 
dies ſeruice, where I was well beloued of the ſteward, Thad 
my Lattine eongue, and a ſpice of the French before I cameto 
him, and now Jorh he keepe a ſubberbian whoore vnder my: 


noſtrils, 


D 3 GoſfÞ, 
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The Roaring Girle. 

Goſh, There's waies enough to cry quite with him, harke in 
thine eare. 

Afi. Open, Tires a friend worth a Million. 

Ie Tle try one ſpeare againſt your chaſtity Miſt. 7Ti/ryarvd 
Though it proue too ſhort by the burgh. 

Trap. Maſlc here ſhe is. Enter Ralph Trapdore 
I'me bound already to ſcrue her , tho it be but a ſlurtiſhtricke, 
Blefle my hopefull yong Miſtreſſe with long life and great 
limbs, ſend her the ypper hand of all balites, and their hungry 
adherents. 

Aol. How now,what art thou? 

Trap. Apoore ebbing Gentleman, that would gladly wait 
for the yong floud of your ſervice. 

Aol. My ſeruice! what ſhould moue you to offer your ſer- 
uiceto me (ir? 

Trap. The loue I bearetoyour heroicke ſpirit and maſcu- 
line womankood. 

Aol. Sofir,put caſe we ſhould retaine you to vs,what parts 
are there in you for a Gentlewomans ſeruice. 
Trap. Of twokinds right Worſhipfull : moucable, and 
immoucable: moucable to run of arrants, and immoucableto 
|-þ ſtand when you haue occaſion to vie me, 
| Mol. What ſtrength haue you. 

Trap. Strengh Mitirefle Mol, IThaue gonvp into a ſteeple, 
and ſtaid the great bell as 'thas beene ringing; ſtopt a windmill 

going. Mols trips vp has heels he fals. 

Afol. Andneuer ftrucke downe your ſelfe, 

Trap. Stood as vpright as I do at this preſent. 

Mol, Come lTpardon you for this, it ſhall bee no diſgrace 
to you : Ihaueſtrucke vp the heeles of the high Germaines 
fize ere now, ----- what not ſtand. 

Trap. Tam of that nature where Tloue, Tlebee at my mi- 
ſtreſle foot to do her ſcruice. . 

Mol. Why well ſaid, but fay your Miſtreſſe ſhould receiue 

4 _— , haue you the ſpirit of faghting inyou, durſt you ſecond 
A cr. 
Trap. Lite Ihauc kept a bridge my ſelfe, and drowe ſeuen 


at 
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at a time before me, Aol. I. 

Trap. But they were all Lincolneſhice bullockes by my 
troth. aſide, 
Mol.” Well, meete me in Graies-Inne fields, between three 
and foure this afternoone,and ypon better conſideration weele 
retaine you, 

Trap. Ihumbly thanke your good Miſtreſhip, 
Ilecrack your necke forthis kindneſle, 

Lax. Remember three. 

Moll. Nay if 1 faile you hange me. 

Lax, Good wench lfaith, then Openworke. 
Mol. Whoſe this. 

Maiſt,Open, Tis I 70. 

Mall, Prithee tend thy ſhop and preuent baſtards. 

HMaift.Open. Wele hauc a pint of the ſame wine ifaith 270, - 


| The bel rings. 
04, Harke the bell rings, come Gentlemen. 


lacke Dapper where ſhals all munch. 

lae.Dap. I am for Parkers ordinary, 

Lax. Hee's a good gueſttom, hee deſerues his boord, 
He drawes all the Gentlemen in a terme timethither, 
Weele be your followers /acke, lead the way, 
Looke you by my faith the foole has fetherd his neſt well. 

Ex eunt Gallanss. 
Enter Maiſter Gallipot, © Maiſter Tiltyard, and ſeruants 
with water Spamels and a duche. 


Exit Trapdore 
CHMol meets Laxton 


HMaife.Tilr, Come ſhut vp your ſhops ,, where's ILiiter 
Openworke, 

Miſt.Gal. Nay aske not me Maifter Tiltyard. 

Maiſt,Tilt, Wher's his water dog,puh--piſt--hur--hur-piſt 

Haiſt.Gal, Come wenches come,we re going all to Hogf-. 


den, . 
Mift.Gal. To Hogſden husband. 


HMaift.Gal. Ito Hogiden pigs ny. 
LHMift.Gal., Tme not ready husband. ſpits inthe dogs month 


Maiſt.Gal, Faith thats well -- hum--pilt--piſt 
Come - 
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Maift.Gal, Come Miſtreſſe Openworke you are ſo long, 
Miſt. Open. Thaueno toy of my life Maiſter Gaflyper, 

CMaiſt.Gal, Puſh,let your boy lead his water Spaniel along, 
aud weele ſhow youthe hawt ſport at parlous pond, he trug, 
he trug, he trug, heres the beft ducke inEngland, except my 
wife, he, he, he,fetch,fetch,fetch,come lets away - 
Of all the yeare this is the ſportfullt day, 


«* 


Enter Sebaſtian ſolws, 


Seb, If a man haue a free will, where ſhould the vſe 

More perfect ſhine then in his will to loue, | 

All creatures haue their liberty inthat, Emter Sir Alexander 

Tho elle kept vnder ſeruile yoke and feare, and/ſtens to him. 

The very bondflaue has his freedome there, 

Amongſt a world of creatures voycd and ſilent. 

Muſt my defires weare fetters ---- yea are you 

So neere, then I muſt breake with my hearts truth; 

Meete griefe at a backe way ---- well: why ſuppoſe. 

Therwo leaud tongues of {ſlander or of truth 

Pronounce Mol loathſome: if before my loue 

 Shee appeare faire , what iniury have I, 

I haue the thing I like? in all things elſe 

Mine owne eye ages me, and] find 'em proſper, 

Life what ſhould aile it now? I know that man 

Nere truely loues, if he gaineſayt he lyes, 

That winkes and marries with his fathers eyes. 

He keepe myne owne wide open. Enter Mol and 4 porter 
Alex, Here's braue wiltulneſle, mwitha viallon hu backe, 

A made match, here ſhe comes, they met a purpoſe, 
Por.MuſtI carry this great hddle to your chamber Miftrefſe 

CHMary. | 

Cel, Fiddle goodman hog-rubber, ſome of theſe porters 

beare {o much for others, they haue notime to carry wit for 


themſclues. 
_ = Por. Toyourowne chamber Miſtreſſe Cary, b 
2 Heli, Whole heare an Alle ipeake r whither clſe good- 
| | man 


1 he roaring Girie. 
man pagent-bearer : the're people of the worſt memories, 
Exit Porter, 
Seb, Why 'twere too great a burthen loue, to haue them 
carry things in their minds, anda'ther backes together. 
Aol. Pardon me fir, I thought not you lo neere. 
Alex. So,ſfo,fo, 
Seb. I would be neerer to thee, and in that faſhion, 
That makes the beſt part of all creatures honeſt. 
No otherwiſe I wiſh it, | 
« Aol. SirT am ſo poore to requite you, you mult looke for 
nothing but thankes of me, I haue no humor to marry, I loue 
to lye Tt fides ath bed my ſelfe; and againeath'other fide, 
a wife you know oughtto be obedient, but Ifeare me Iam too 
headftrong to obey, therefore Ile nere go about it, Tloue you 
ſo well fir for your good will Ide be loath you ſhould repent 
your bargaine after, and therefore weele nere come together 
at firſt, Ihaue the head now of my ſelfe, and am man enough 
for a woman, marriage is but a chopping and changing, where 
a maiden looſes one head,and has a worſe ith place. 
Alex, The moſt comfortableſt anſwer from a Roaring Girle, 
that euer mine cares drunkein. 

Seb. This were cnough now to affright a foole for euer 
from thec,when tis the muſicke that I loue thee for, 

eAlex, There's a boy ſpoyles allagaine. 

Aol. Beleeue it fir I am not of that diſdainefull temper,bur 
I could loue you faithfully. 

eAlex. Apox on you forthat word. TI like you not now, 
Y'are a cunning roarer I ſee that already. 

Mel. Bur fleepe vpon this once more fir, you may chance 
ſhift a minde to morrow, be not too haſty to wrong your lelfe, 
neuer while you liue fir take a wife running,many haue run out 
at heeles that haue don t: you ſee fir Ifpeake avain(t my ſelfe, 
andif euery woman would deale with their ſuter ſo honeftly, 
pooreyonger brothers would not bee fooften gul'd with old 
coloning widdowes, that turne oreal{ their wealth in truſt to 
ſome kinſman, and make the poore Gentleman worke hard for 
a penſion, fare you well fir, 


E | $eb 
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Seb. Nayprethee one word more. 
Alex. How doI wrong this girle,ſhe puts him of ſtill, 
Moll. Thinke vpon this in cold bloud fir, you make as 

much haſt as if you were a going vpon a ſturgion voyage, take 
deliberation fir , never chuſea wife as if you were going to 
I'tr ganas | 

$b, Andſo we parted, my too curſed fate, 

Alex. She is but cunning, giues him longer time int. 

| Enter a T ailor: 

Taylor Miſtreſſe Iol, Miſtrefie Io: fo ho ho ſo ho. 

Atol., There boy,there boy, what doſt thou go a hawking 
after me with a red clout on thy finger. 

Taylor 1 forgot to take meaſure on you for your new bree- 
ches. 

Alex. Hoyda breeches, what will he marry a monſter with 
two trinckets, what age is this?if the wife go in breeches, the 
man muſt weare long coates like a foole, 

Mol, What fidlings heere, would not the oldpatterne haue 
ſeru'd your turne, 

Taylor, You change the faſhion, you lay you'le haue the 
oreat Dutch ſlop Miſtreſle Ilary. 

Aol. Why fir I fay fo (till. 

Tay/or. Your breeches then will take vp a yard more, 

A, Well pray looke it beput in then. 

Taylor. It ſhall and round and full Iwarrant you, 

Aol. Pray make em caſy enough, 

T ayler. I know my fault now, tother was ſomewhat ſtiffe 
bertweene the legges, Ile maketheſe open enough I warrant 

OU. 
£ eAlex, Heer's good geere towards , I haue brought vp my 
lonne tomarry a Dutch flop ,.and a Frenchdublet, a codpice 
tauphter. | 

Taylor. So,T haue gone as farre as I can go. 

Aol, Why then farewell, 

Taylor. If you go preſently toyour chamber Miftreſle I7a- 
7Y, pray ſend me the meaſure of your thigh, by ſome honeſt 

D2ody, 
| | Cot, 


The Roaring Girle: 
Aol. Well fir, Ile ſend it by a Porter perſently. Exit Aol. 
Taylor. So you had neede, it is a luſty one, both of them 
would make any porters backe ake in England. Exit Taylor. 
Seb. Thaue examined the beſt part of man, 
Reaſon and judgement, and in loue they tell me, 
They leaue me vncontrould, he thatis ſwayd 
By anvnfceliug bloud, paſt heat of loue 
His ſpring time muſtneedes erre, his watch nere-goes right 
That ſets his dyall by a ruſty clocke, 
Alex. So, and which is that ruſty clocke fir you, 
Seb, The clockeat Ludgate fir, it nere goes true, 
Alex. Butthou goeſt Elfer:not thy fathers cares 
Can keepe thee right, when that inſenſible worke, 
Obayes the workemans art, lets off the houre 
And ſtops againe when time is ſatisfied, 
Butthou runft on, and iudgement, thy maine Wheele, 
Beats by all toppes, as if the worke would breake 
Begunne with long paines for a minutes ruine, 
Much like a ſuffering man brought vp with care. 
At laſt bequeath'd to ſhame and aſhort prayer, 
Seb. Itaſt you bitterer then I can deſerue fir, 
eAflex. Who has bewitch thee ſonne, what diuell or drug, 
Hath wrought vpon the weaknefle of thy bloud, 
And betrayd all her hopes to ruinous folly? 
Oh wake from drowly and enchanted ſhame, 
Wherein thy ſoule fits with a golden dreame 
Flatred and poyloned, Iam old my ſonne, (mine owne 
Oh let me preuaile quickly , for I haue waighticy buſinefle of 
Then to chide thee: I muſt not to my graue, | 
As a drunkard to his bed, whereon helyes 
Onely to{leepe, and neuer cares to riſe, 
Let me diſpatch intime, come no more neereher. 
Seb, Not honeſtly, not inthe way of marriage, 
Alex, What fſay{t thou marriage, in what place, the 
Seſſions houſe, and who ſhall giue the bride, prethe,an indite- 
ment, 


Seb. Sirnoy yee take part with the world to wrong her. 
SE 2 Atrr, 
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Mlex. W hy, would{tthou faine marry tobe pointed at, 

Alas the numbers great, do not © reburden't, 

Why as good marry a beacon ona hill, 

\Which ll the country fixetheir eyes ypon 

As her thy folly doates on. If thou longſt 

{o haue the ſtory of thy infamous fortunes, 

Seruc for diſcourſe in ordinaries and tauernes 

Th'art in the way: or to confound thy name, 

Keepe on,thon cant not miſlle it : or to lrike 

Thy etched father to vntimely coldnefle, 

Kecpc the left hand ſtill, it will bring thee tot, 

Yet if No teares wrung from thy fathers eyes, 

' Nor fighes that flyc in ſparkles, from his ſorrowes, 

Had power to alter what is wilfull in thee, 

Me thinkes her very name ſhould fright thee from her, 

And neuer trouble me, 

Seb, Why is the name of Aol lo fatall fir, 
Alex, Many one fir, vihere ſuſpe@t is entred, 

For ſeeke all London from one end to other, 

More whoores of that name, then of any ten other. 
Seb. Whats that to her?let thoſe bluſh for themſelues, 

Can any guilt in others condemne her? 

ue yowd toloueher:let all tormes oppoſe me, 

That cuer beate againſt the breft of man, 

Nothing but deaths blacke tempeſt ſhall diuide vs. 
_” Oh f6lly that can dote on nought but ſhame, 
Seb, Put caſc awanton itch runs through one name 

More then another, is that name the worſe, 

Where honeſty fits poſleſt in t? it ſhould rathe} 

Appeare more excellent, and deſerue more praile, 

When through foule miſts a brightneſle it can raiſe. 

* Why there are of thediue!s, honeſt Gentlemen, 

And well deſcended , Keepe an open houle, 

And ſome ath (good mans) that are arrant knaues. 

He hates vnwor thily, that by rote contemnes, 

For the name neither ſaues, nor yet condemnes, 

Andfor her honeſty, ] haue made ſuch proofe ar't, 
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Inſeuerall formes, ſo neerely watcht her waies, 

I will maintaine that ſtrict, againſt an army, | 

Excepting you my father: here's her worſt, 

Sh'has a bold fpirit that mingles with mankind, 

Butnothing elſe comes neere 1t: and oftentimes 

Through her apparell ſomewhat ſhames her birth, 

But ſhe is looſe in nothing but in mirth, 

Would all Molrwere no worle. 
Alex. This way Itoyle in vaine an# giue but ayme 

To infamy and ruine : he will fall, 

My bleſſing cannot ſtay him: all my ioyes 

Stand at the brinke of a deuouring floud 

And will be wilfully ſwallowed: wilfully, 

But why ſo vaine, let all theſe teares be loſt, 

Ie purſue her to ſhame, and ſo al's croſt, Exit Sir Alexander 
Seb. Hee is gon with ſome range purpoſe, whoſe effet 

Will hurtmelittle if he ſhoot ſo wide, | 

To thinke I loue ſo blindly: Ibut feed 

His heart to this match,to draw on th'other, 

Wherein my ioy fits witha full wiſh crownd, 

Onely his moode excepted which mult change, 

By oppoſite pollicies, courſes indireR, 

Plaine dealing in this world takes no effect. 

This madde girle Ple acquaint with my intent, 

Get her aſſiſtance, make my fortunes knowne, 

Twixt louers hearts,ſhee's a fit inſtrument, 

And has the artto help-them to their owne, 

By her adviſe,for in that craft ſhee s wiſe, 

My loue and I may meete,fpite of all ſpies, Exit Sebaſtian. 


Enter Laxton mn Grates-Inne fields with the (oachman, 


Lax, Coachman, 


Coach, Heere fir, 
Lax, There's a teſter more, prethee driue thy coach to the 


hither end of Maryboneparke, a fit place for CH to get in. 


( vach , Maryboneparke fr, 
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Lax. 1, its in our way thou knowſt, 
Coach. It ſhall be done fir, 
Lax. Coachman, 
Coach. Anon hr. 
Lax. Are wefitted with good phrampell iades, | 
Coach. The beſt in Smithfield I warrant your fir, | 
| Lax, May we ſafcly take the vpper hand of any coacht vel- 
7 uet cappe or tufraffety iacker, for they keepe a vilde ſ[wag- 
; ocring in coaches now a daies, the hye waiesare ſtopt with 
= them. 
{oach, My life for yours and baffle em to fir, ---- why they 
are the ſame jades belceue it fir, that haue drawne all your fa- 
mous whores to Ware. 5 
Lax. Nay then they know their bulinefle , they neede no 
more inſtructions. 
Coach. The're ſo vidtoſuchiourneis fir, I neueryſe whip to 
em; for if they catch but the ſent of a wench once, they runne | 
like diuels. _ Exn (vachman with his whip, 
R Lax. Fine ( erberus , that rogue will haue the ſtart of a 
thouſand ones, for whilſt others trot a foot, heele ride praun- 
cing to hell ypon a coach-horſe, 
Stay, tis now abour the houre of her appointment, but yet I 
Theclocke fee her not, harke whats this, one,two three, three by the clock 
Ausree, it $auoy, this isthe houre, and Graies-Inne fields the place, 
ſhee ſwore ſhe ed meete mee : ha yonders two Innes a Court- 
men with one wench, but thats not ſhee, they walke toward 
| Iſlington out of my way, I ſee none yerdreſtlike her, Imuſt 
i looke for a ſhag ruffe, afreeze ierken, a ſhortſword, and a 
ſafeguard, or I get none : why Molprethee make haſt, orthe 
Coachman will curfle vs anon, 


Enter Mol kkea mA. 


Mol. Oh heeres my Gentleman : if they would keepe 
their daies as well with their Mercers as their »houres with 
their harlots, nobankrout would giue ſeuen ſcore pound for a 
ſeriants place, tor would you knoy a catchpoole rightly deri- 

ued 
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riu'd, the corruption of a Cittizen, is the generation of a fer= 


iant, how his -ye hawkes for yenery, Come are you ready fir, 


Lax. Ready, for what fir. 
Mol, Do you aske that nowfir, why was this meeting 


| pointed. 


Lax. Tthought you miſtooke me fir, 
You ſceme to be ſome yong barriſter, 


' Thaue no ſuite inlaw ---- all my land's fold 


I praiſe heauen fort, thas rid me of much trouble, 
Aol, Then I muſt wake you fir,' where ftands the coach, 
Lax. Whole this, fol: honeſt Mol, 
A741. So young, and purblind, your an old wanton in your 
eyes Ice that. . 
Lax. Thart admirably ſuiced for the three pigions at 
Brainford, Tie \weare I knew thee not. | 
Aol. Ile ſweare you did not: but you ſhall know ine now. 
Lax, No not here, we fhall be ſpyde efaith,the coach is bet- 
ter, come, CMol.. Stay. | 
Lax. What wilt thou yntruſle a point C01, 
Shee puts of her cloake and drawer, 
Mol, Yes, heere's the point that I vntruſſe, 'thas but 
one tag, twill ſerue tho to tyevp a rogues tongue, 
Lax. How. | (here's her pace, 
Mol. There's the gold with which you hir'd your hackney, 
Shee rackes hard,and perhaps your bones will feele it, 
Ten angels ofmine own, Tue put tothine,win em,& weare em, 
Lax. Hold ell, Miſtrefſe Mary. 
Mol. Draw or lle ſerue an execution on thee 
Shall lay thee vp till doomes day, 
Lax. Draw vpona woman, why what doſt meanc 2o/? 
4o1.To teach thy baſe thoughts maritiers:th'art one of thoſe 
Thatthinkes each woman thy fond flexable whore, 
If ſhe but caſt aliberall eye vponchee, 
Turne backe herhead, ſhees thine, or amongſt company, 
By chance drinke firſt to thee: then ſhee's quite gon, 
There's no meanes to help her : 'nay fora need, 


Wilt {weare vnto thy credulous fellow letchers, BE 
| 1at 
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That thiart more in fauour with a Lady at firſt he 


Then her monky all her life time, - 
How many of our (ex, by ſuch as thou 
Haue their good thoughts paid with a blaſted name 
That neuer deſerued loofly or didtrip 
In path of whooredome, beyond cup and lip, 
But for the ſtaine of conſcience and of ſoule, 
Better had women fall into the hands 
Of an a&tfilent,then a bragging nothing , 
There's no mercy in't --- what durft moue you fir, 
To thinke me whooriſh ? a name which Ide teare out 
From the hye Germaines throat, if itlay ledger there 
To dilpatchpriuy f{landers againſt mee, 
In thee I detye all men, there worſt hates, 
And their beſt flatteries, all their golden witchcrafts, 
ith which they intangle the poore ſpirits of fooles, 
Diftrefled necdlewomen and trade-fallne wiues. 
Fiſh that muſt needs bite, or themſelues be bitten, 
Such hungry things as theſe may ſoone be tooke 
With a worme faltned on a golden hooke, 
Thoſearethe letchers food, his prey,he watches 
For quarrelling wedlockes, and poore ſhifting ſiſters, 
Tis the beſt fiſh he takes:but why good fiſherman, 
Am I thought meate for you,that neuer yet 
Had angling rod cafttowards me? cauſeyoul'e ſay 
T'me given to ſport, I'me often mery,jeſt, 
Had mirth no kindred inthe world but luſt? 
O ſhame take all her friends then: but howere 
Thou and the baſer world cenſure my life, 
He ſend 'em word by thee, and write ſo much 
Vpon thy breaſt, cauſe thou ſhalt bear't in mind, 
Te!l them twere baſe to yecld, where Ihaue conquer d. 
I ſcornerto proſtitute my leltero a man, 
I that can proſtitue a manto mee, 
And ſo] greete thee, 

Lax. Heare me. | 
 AMol,Wouldthe ſpirits of al my ſlanders,were claſpt in thine. 


That 
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That I might vexe an armyat one time, 
Lax. I dorepent me,hold, | They fight. 
Mol. You ldiethe better Chriſtian then, 
Lax. Ido confteſle I hauc wrong'd thee M121, 
Mel. Confeſſion is but poore amends for wrong, 
Vnlefle a rope would follow. 
Lax. 1 aske thee pardon, 
Mol. T me your hir'd whoore fir, 
Lax, lyeeld both purſe and body, 
Afol. Bothare mine, and now at my diſpoſing, 
Lax. Spare my life. 
Cel, Iſcorneto ſtrike thee baſely, 
Lax. Spoke like a noble girle i faith, 
Heart Ithinke I fight with a familiar, or the Ghoſt of a fencee, 
Sh'has wounded me gallantly, call you this aletcherous viage? 
Here's bloud would haue ſeru'd methis feuen yeare in broken 
heads and cut fingers,8& it now runs all out together,pax athe 
threepigions, I would the coach were here now to carry mee 
to the Chirurgions, | ' Ext Laxton. 
Mol. If I could meete my enemies one by one thus, 
Imight make pretty ſhift with 'em in time, | 
And make 'em know, ſhee that has wit, and ſpirit, 
May ſcorne toliue beholding to her body for meate, 
Or for apparell like your common dame, 
That makes ſhame ger her cloathes, to couer ſhame, 
Baſe 15that minde, that kneels vnto her body, 
As if a husband ſtood in awe on's wife, 
My ſpirit ſhall be Miſtrſle of this houſe, 
As long as Thaue time in't, —— oh Enter Trapdore. 
Heere comes my man that would be: 'tis his houre. 
Faith a good well ſer fellow, if his ſpirit 
Be anſwerable to his vmbles; he walkes ſiffe, 
But whether he will tandto't ſtifly, there's the point; 
Has a good calfe for't,and ye ſhall haue many a woman 
Chooſe him ſhee meanes to meke her head, by his calfe; - 
I do not know their trickes int, faith he ſeemes 
A man without; Te try what heis within, 
F Trap. 
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Trap, Shee told me Graies-Inne fields twixt three & foure, 
lle fir her Miſtreſhip with a peece of ſeruice, | 
I'mehirdtorid the towne of one mad girle, Shee 1uſtles him 
What a pox ailes you fir? 
_ Aol. Hebeginnes like a Gentleman, 
Trap. Heart, is the ficld ſo narrow, or your eye-fight: | 
Life he comes backeagaine. She comes towards him. 
Aol. Was this ſpoke to me fir, 
Trap. I cannot tell ir, 
Aol. Go yareacoxcombe. 
Trap. Coxcombe. 
Aol. Y area dflaue. 
Trap. Ihope there's law for you fir, 
Aol. Ye, doyou ſee fir, Turne hu hat. 
Trap. Heart this is no good dealing,pray let me know what 
houſe your off. . 
el. One of the Temple fir. Philips him, 
Trap. Maſle ſo me thinkes. 
Mol. And yet ſometime lye about chicke lane. 
Trap. llike youthe worſe becauſe you ſhift your lodging 
Ile not meddle with you for that tricke fir. ({o often 
Ae. A good ſhift, bur it ſhall notſerue your turne, , 
Trap. Youle one me leaue to paſſe about my buſineſle fir, 
Aol. Your buſineſſe, Ile make you waite on mee before I 
ha done, and glad toſerue me too, 
Trap. How fir,ſerue you, not if there were no more men 
in England. 
ell. But if there wereno more women in England 
[ hope you'd waite vpon your Miſtreſle then, 
Trap. Miſtreſle. 
He. Oh your atrid fpirit at apuſh fir, 
Trap. What would your Worſhip haue me do. 
Mel. You ahghter, 
Trap.No,]I praiſe heauen,I had better grace & more maners, 
Aol, As how Ipray fit, 
Trap. Life, 'thad bene a beaſtly part of me to haue drawne 
my weapons vpon my Miſtreſſe, all the world would a cry d 
- ſhame 
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' ſhameof me for thar, 
Aol. Why but you knew me nor. 
Trap, Donot fay ſo Miſtreſle , I knew you by your wide 
ſtraddle, as well as if T had bene in your belly. 
Aol. Well,we ſhall try you further, ith meanetime wee 
glue you intertainement, 
Trap. Thanke your good Miſtreſhip, 
Mol, How many ſuites haue you. 
Trap. No more faire then backes Miſtreſle, 
Aol, Wellif you deſerue,I caſt of this,next weeke, 
And you may creepc into. | 
Trap. Thanke your good Worſhip. 
Mel. Come follow me to S. Thomas Apoſiles, 
Ileputa _— cloake ypon your backe,the firſt thing I do, 
Trap. Ifollow my deere Miſtreſſe, Exenunt omne! 


Enter Miſtreſſe Gallipot as from ſapper , her hutband after her. 


Maiſt.Gal. What Pra, Nay ſweete Prudence. 

Abt.Gal, Whata pruing keepe you, I thinke the baby 
would haue a teate it kyes {o, pray be not ſo fon&of me, leaue 
your Citty humours, I'me vext at you to ſee how hkea calfe 

ou come bleating after me. 

Maiſt.Gal. Nay hony Pra: how does your riſing vp before 
all the table ſhew? and flinging from my friends j vnciuily, 
hye Pru,tye,come,. 

Miſt.Gal. Then vp and ride ifaith, 

Aaiſt.Gal. Vp and ride,nay my pretty Pr.thats farre from 
my thought, ducke: why mouſe, thy minde is nibbling at 
ſomething, whats iſt, what lyes vpon thy Stomach? 

Aliſt.Gal. Suchan afle as you : hoyda,y are beſtturne mid- 
wife, or Phyſition : y are a Poticary already, but I'me none of 
your drugs, 

Harit.Gal. Thou art a ſweete drug, ſweeteſt Pry, and the 
more thou art pounded,the more pretious. 

Mift.Gal. Mnit you be prying into a womans ſecrets:ſay ye? 

Aaſt.Gal. Womans ſecrets, 

F 2 Miſt. Gat. 
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Mh.Gal. Whar?I cannot haue a qualme come vpon mee 
but your teeth waters, till your noſchang ouer it. 

Ma:ſt.Gal. Ttis my loue deere wife, 

Atiſt.Gal. Your loue? your lone is all words; gjue mee 
deeds, I cannot abide amen thats too fond ouerme, ſo coo- 
kiſh;thou dolſt not know how to handle a woman in her kind, 

Atuſt.Gal. No Pru? whylT hope haue handled, - - -- - -- 

Afiit.Gal. Handle a fooles head of your owne, -- fih---fth, 


CAMaſt. Gl. Hayhaytis ſuch a waſpe; it does mee good now 


to haue her ſing me, little rogue. 

M:ft.Gal. Now fye how you vex me, I cannot abide theſe 
aperne husbands: ſuch cotqueanes, you oucrdoe yourthings, 
they become you ſcuruily, 

AHMut.Gal. Vpon my life ſhe breeds , heauen knowes how 
Thaue ftraind my ſelfe to pleaſe her, night and day: I wonder 
why wee Cittizens ſhould get children ſo frerfull and ynto- 
ward in the breeding, their fathers being for the moſt part as 
gentle as milch kine : ſhall Tleauethee my Prg, 

AMiſt.Gal. Fye,tye,fye. 

Maiſt.Gal. Thou ſhalt not bee yext no more, pretty kind 
rogue, take no cold ſweete Pry. Exit Huſt. Gallipot. 

CAlih.Gal. As your wit has done:now Maifter Laxton ſhew 
your head, what newes from you? would any husband ſuſpe& 
that a woman crying,Buy any ſcurui-grafle, ſhould bring loue 
letters amongſt her herbes to his wife, pretty tricke, fanc con- 
ueyance?had icalouſy a thouſand eyes,a filly woman with ſcur- 
uy-grafſe blinds them all; Zaxtcy with bayes crown I thy wit 
for this, it deferues praiſe, 

This makes me aftect thee more,this prooues thee wile, 
Lacke whatpoore ſhift is loue forc ttodeuiſe? (toth'point) 


She reads the letter, 

9 Sweete Creature --- (aſweete beginning) pardon my long ab- 
(ence, for thou ſhalt ſhortly be poſſeſſed with my preſence ; though 
Demophon was falſe ts Phillis, [ will be to thee as Pan-da-rus. 

* was ta Creſ-{ida : tho Eneus made an aſſe of Dido, 1 will aye to 
thee ere I do (o; 0 ſweetest creature make much of me, for no man 
| beneath 
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beneath the filner moone ſhall make more of a woman then 1 de 
of thee, furniſh me therefore with thirty pounar, you muſt 11: it of 
neceſſity for me; [ lauguiſhrill I ſee ſom? comfort come from thee, 
proteſting not to dyemn thy debt, but rather to lige ſo, as hitherto [ 


haue and will. 
Thy true Laxton cuer. 
Alas poore Gentleman,troth I pitty him, 
Hoy ſhall I raiſe this money? thirty pound? 
Tis thirty ſure, a 3 before an o, 
I know his threes too well;my childbed linnen? 
Shall I pawne that for him? then if my marke 
Be knowne Iam vndone;it may be thoughr 
My hus band's bankrout:which way ſhall I turne? 
Laxton,what with my ownefeares, and thy wants, 
I'me lie needle twixt two adamants, 


Enter Maiſter Gallipot haſtily. 


Haiſt.Gal. Nay,nay,wife, the women are all vp, ha, how, 
reading aletters?I ſmel a gooſe,a couple of capons,and a gam- 
mon of bacon from her morner out of the country , I hold my 
life, --- ſtcale,--. ſteale. CAHiZ.Gal. O beſhrow your hearr. 

Mat. Gal. What letter's that?Tle ſee't. She teares the letter, 

Mt, Gal.Oh would thou had ftno eyes to ſee the downefall 
of me and thy ſe!fe: I'me for cuer,for euer I'me yndone. 

AMaiſt.Gal. What ailes my Pru?what paper's thatthou tear ſt? 

CHi/?.Gal. WouldI could teare 
My very heartin peeces: for my ſoule | 
Lies onthe racke of ſhame, that tortures me 
Beyond a womans ſuftering. 

AMaift, Gail; What meanes this? 

AM Gal. Had you no other vengeance to throw downe, 
But cuen in hergrh of all my ioyes? 

AMaft,Gal. Deere woman, WET 

Mift.Gal. When the full ſca of pleaſure and content feem'd 


toflow ouer me. | 


Haſt.Gal, As thou delirelt to keepe mee out of ven 
| 0 te 
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tell what troubles thee, is not thy child at nurſe falne ficke, or 


dead? 
AMiſt.Gal. Ohno. 
Alait.Gal. Heaucns bleſſe me, are my barnes and houſes | 


Yonder at Hockly hole conſum'd withfire, 
I can build more, {weete Pra. 
Mit. Gal. Tis worle, tis worle, 
Haiſt.Gal. My faftor broke, or is the /oxas ſuncke. 
AMf.Gal. Would all we had were ſwallowed inthe waues, 
Rather then both ſhould be the ſcorne of ſlaues. 
CHMaiſft.Gal. T me at my wits end. 
Afſt.Gal. Oh my deere husband, 
Where oncc I thought my lelfe a fixed ſtarre, 
Plact onely in the heauen of thine armes, 
I teare now Iſhall proue a wanderer, os 
Oh Laxton, Laxton, is it then my fate 
To be by thee orethrowne? 
CAaiſ}.Gal, Defend me wiſedome, 
From falling into frenzie, on my knees, (thy boſome. 
Sweete Pru, ſpeake, whats that Laxtonwho ſo heauy lyes on 
CIf.Gal., 1 ſhall ſure run mad. 
 CMatrft,Gal. Iſhall run mad for company then:ſpeak to me, 
I'me Gal/potthy husband, --- Pre, — why 'Prg. 
Art ficke in conſcience for ſome villanous deed 
Thou wert about to act, did{t meane to rob me, 
Tuſh I forgiue thee, haft thou on my bed 
Thruſtmy ſoft pillow vnder anothers head? 
Ie winke at all faults Prs, las thats no more, 
Then what ſome neighbours neere thee, haue done before, 
Sweete hony Pr#, whats that Laxton? 
MifGall, Oh, 
Aaiſt.Gal. Out with him, 
M1iſt.Gall. Oh hee's borne to be my yndoer, 
This hand which thou calſt thine, to him was given, 
Tohim was I matle ſure 1th ſight of heauen. 
HMas/t.Gal. Tneuer heard this thunder. 
AGſt.Gall, Yes, yes, before 
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I was to thee contracted, to him I ſwore, 
Since laſt I ſaw him tweue moneths tee times told, 
The Moone hath drawne through her light filuer bow, 
For ore the ſeas hee went, and it was ſaid, 
(Bur Rumor yes) that he in France was dead, 
Buthee's alive, oh hee's aliue, he ſent, 
That letter to me, which in rage rent, 
Swearing with oathes moſt damnably to haue me, 
Or teare me from this boſome, oh heauens ſaue me, 
HMaiſt.Gal. My heart will breake, — {ham'd and vndone 
for euer, 
AMit.Gal.So black a day(poore wretch) went ore thee neuer. 
Maiſt.Gal. Tf thou ſhouldſt wraftle with him at the law, 
Th art {ure to fall, no odde ſlight, no preuention, 
Tle tell him th/art with child. 


HMſt.Gat. V mh. 
Hai/t.Gall, Or giue out one of oP men was tane a bed 


with thee, 

MPR. Gal. Vmh,vmbh. 

Maiſt.Gal. Before Tlooſethee my deere Pry, 
Ie driue it to that puſh. 

Mt. Gal. Worſe, and worleſtill, 


You embrace amii chiefe, topreuent an ill. 
CHMasſt. Gal. Ile buy thee of him [ſtop his mouth with Gold, 


Think'ſt thou twill do. 
4. Gall. Oh me, heauens grant it would, 
Yet now my ſences are ſet more in tune, | 
_ Hewrit, as Iremember in his letter, 
That hein riding vp and downe had ſpent, 
(Ere hee could finde me) thirty pounds, ſend that, 
Stand not on thirty with him, 
Maiſt.Gal. Forty Pre, ſay thou the whed tis done, wee 
venture liues for wealth, but muſt do moreto keepe our wiues, 


thirty or forty Prg. 
Milt. ark . Thirty good ſweete 


Of anill bargaine lets ſaue what we can, 
Ie Pay it him with my teares, he was a man 


= 


When 
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When firſt Iknew him of amecke ſpirit, 


All geodnefſe ; is not yet: dryd vp Thope. 
AMaiſft.Gatt. He ſhall haue thirty pound, let that ſtop all: 
' Loves (w By taſt beſt, when we haue drunke downe Gall. 


| Enter Maiſter Tiltyard,a-d his wife , Maiſter CORO ke, axd 
 Miſtreſle Openworke. 


Gods ſo, our friends; come,c ome,ſmoth your cheeke; 
After attorme the tace of heauen looks {lceke. 

CAaiſt.Tilt, Did] not tell you thele turtles were together? 

Af.TiYr. How doſt thou bra? why fifter Callspor? 

Afilt.Open, Lord how ſhee's chang'd? 

Goſh. 1s your wife ill fir? 

Alaift.Gal. Yes indeed la fir, very ill, very ill ,neuer worſe, 

A7ift.Tilt How her head bornes, feele how heb pulſes W on, 

Atiff. Open. Sifter lie downe 2 lictle, that alwaies does mee 
gooe: 

CAG.Tit. In good ſadneſſeT finde beſt eaſe in that too, 
Has ſhee laid ſome hot thing to her Stomach? 

Atift.Gal. No,butlI willlay ſomething anon, 

IlnilteTitt. Come, come fooles, you trouble her,ſhal's goe 
Maiſter Go lhawke? 

Go. Yes ſweerte Maiſter Twryard, firra RoſamonaThold my 
life Gallipot hath vext his wife, 

Atct.Open. Shee has a horrible high colour indeed. 

Goſh, Wes {hall haue your face painted with the ſame red 
ſoone at night, when your husband comes from his rubbers in 
a falſe alley; hou wilt not beleeue me that his bowles run with 
a wrong byas. 

Atilr.Open. Tt cannot finke into mee; that hee feedesypon 
ſtale mutten abroad, hauing better and freſher at home, 

Goſh, What if Ibrin g thee, where thou ſhalt ſce him ſtand 
at racke and manger? 

Adſt.Open. Hle ſaddle him in's kind, and ſpurrehim till hee 
kicke againe, 

Goje, Shall thou andI ride our journey then, | 

ay Aift,. Oper. 
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Mif.Oven, Heere's my hand. 
Go/h. No more; come Mailter Ti/:yard, ſhall we leape into 
the ſtirrops with our women, and amble home? 
CHaiſt.Tilt, Yes,yes,come wife, 
CM/7.TuIntroth fifter, I hope you will do well for all this, 
AMifR.Gal. Ihope I ſhall:farewell good fiſter:{weer Maiſter 
Goſhawke. | 
Auiſt.Gal. Welcome brother, moſt kindlie welcome fir, 
Omner Thankes fir for our good cheere, 
Exeunt all but Gallipot and his wife, 
HMaiſt.Gal. It ſhall be ſo, becauſe a crafty knaue 
Shall not out reach me, nor walke by my dore 
With my wife arme in arme, as 'twere his whoore, 
Tle giue him a golden coxcombe, thirty pound: 
Tuſh Pr# what s thirty pound? ſweere ducke looke cheerely, 
Aifi.Gal.Thou art worthy of my heart thou bui'ſt itdeerely, 


Enter Laxton muffled. 
Lax. Vas light the tide's againſt me, a pox of your Potti- 


eariſhp : oh for ſome gliſter to ſet him going; 'tis one of Her- 
ewleslabours, to tread one of theſe Citric hennes, becauſe their 


cockes are ſtil crowing ouer them; there's noturning tale here, 


I muſt on, 
CH1f.Gea!. Oh, husband ſee he comes. 


Maſt. Gal. Let me deale with him. 


Lax. Blefle you fir. 
Marh.Gal. Be you bleſt too firif you come in peace, 
Lax. Haue you any good pudding Tobacco fir? 
AMiPfR.Gal, Oh picke no quarrels gentle fir, my husband 
Ts nor a man of weapon,as you are, 
He knowes all, I haue opned all before him,concerning you. 
Lax. Lounes has ſhe ſhowne my letters. 
CAMF Gal.Suppoſe my caſe were yours, what would you do. 
Atſach a pinch, ſuch batteries, ſuch affaultesg 


Of father, mother, kinred, trodiflolue 


The kaot you tyed, andto be bound to him? 
G How 
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How could you ſhift this ſtorme of 
Lax, If I kuow hang me, 
CAM.Gal, Beſides a ſtory of your death was read 
Each minnte to me, : 
Lax. What a pox meanes this ridling? 
CHMaiſt.Gal. Be wile fir, let not you andT be toſt 
On Lawiers pens; they haue ſharpe nibs and draw 
Mens very heart bloud from them; what need you fir 
To beate the drutmme of my wites infamy, 
And call your friends together fir to prooue 
Your precontact, when ſh has confeſt it? 
Lax. V mh fir, --- has ſhe confeſt it? 
CAlaife.Gal.Sh'has *faith to me fir,vpon your letter ſending. 
A13{t.Gal. I haue, I haue. 
Lax. If 1letthis yron coole call meflauec, 


. Do you heare, you dame Prudence? think it thou vile woman 


Te take theſe blowes and winke? 
Aſtſft.Gat. Vpon my knees, 
Lax. Out impudence. 
Aaiſt.Gal. Good hir, 
Lax. You goatiſh ſlaues, 
No wilde foule to cut vp but mine? 
AMaiſt.Gal. Alas fir, 
You make her fleſh to tremble, frighr her nor, 
Shee ſhall do reaſon, and what's fit. 
Lax. Tlc haue thee, wert thou more common 
Then an hoſpitall, and more diſeaſed, 
aiſt.Gal. But one word good Gr. 
Lax. Sofhr. 
CMait.Gal. T married her, haue line with her, and got 


Two children on her body, thinke but en that; 


Haueyouſo beggarly an appetite 
WhenTvpon a Wo diſh haue fed 
To dine ypon my ſcraps, my leauings?ha fir? 
Do I come neerg you uow fir? 
Eax, Be Lady you touch me, 
CHaf,Ga,Would not you ſcorneto weare my cloathes fir? 
Lax, 
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Lax, Right fir. 
Maiſt.Gal.Then pray fir weare not her, for ſhee's a garment 
So fitting for my body, T'me leath 
Anothcr ſhould pur it on, you will yndoe both, 
Your letter (as ſhee ſaid) complained you had ſpene 
In queſt of her, ſome thirty pound, Tle pay it; 
Shall that fir ſtop this gap vp twixt you two? 
Lax, Well if I ſwallow this wrong, lether thanke you: 
The mony being paid fir, Iam gon: | 
Farewell, oh women happy 's hee truſts none, 
AMife.Gall. Diſpatch him hence ſweete husband. 
Maiſt.Gal. Yes deere wife : pray fir come in, ere Maiſter 


Thou ſhalt in wine drinke to him, (Laxton part 
Exu Maiſter Gallipot and his wife. 


AMift.Gal. With all my heart; --- how doftthou like my wit? 
Lax. Rarely, that wile 
By whichthe Serpent did the firſt woman beguile, 
Did euer fince, all womens boſomes fill; 
Yare apple caters all, deceiuers ſtill, Exit Laxton. 
Enter Sir Alexander Wengraue: Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Adam 
Appleton, at one dare, and Trapdore at another doore, 


Alex. Out with your tale Sir Dawy, to Sir eAdam. 
Aknaucis in mine eie deepe in my debr. 

Sir Da, Nay: if hee be a knaue fir, hold him faft. 

eAlex, Speake ſoftly, what egge is there hatching now. 

Trap. A Ducks egge fir, aducke that has eaten a frog, I 
haue cracktthe ſhell, and ſome villany or other will peep out 

reſently; the ducke that fits is the bouncing Rampe (that 

Roaring Girle my Miftrefſe) the drake that muſt tread is your 
ſonne Sebaſtian. | | 


Alex, Be quicke. 
Trap. As the tongue of an oiſter wench, 


Alex, And fee thy newes betrue, 
Trap. Asa barbars euery ſatterday night --- mad Aol. 


eMNex, Ah, 
G 2 Trap. 
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T74p, Muſt be let in without knocking at your backe gate» 

eAtex. SO. 

Trap, Your chamber will be made baudy, 

Alex. Good. 

Tray, Shee comes in a ſhirt of male. 

Alex, Hou ſhirt of mole? 

Trap. Yes fir or a malc ſhirt, that's to ſay in mans apparell, 

Alex. To my lonne. 

Tra», Cloſeto your ſonne : your {onne and her Moone 
will be in conjunction, if all Alminacks lie not, her blacke 
faueguard is turned into a deepe floppe, the holes of her vpper 
boy to button holes, her waſtcoate ro a dublet, herplacket to. 
theancient ſeate of a codpice,and you ſhallrake 'em both with 
ttanding collers. 

Alex. Artfure of this? : 

Trap, As cuery throng is ſure of a pick-pocket , as ſure as 
a whoore is of the clycnts all Afichae/mas Tearme, and of the 
pox afrer the Tearme. 

Alex. The time of theirtilting? 

Trap. Three. 

Alex. The day? 

Trap. This. 

eMlex, Away ply it, watch her, 

Trap. As the diuell doth for the death of a baud, 1'le watch 
ker, do you catch her, 

Al: x. Shee's faſt: heere weaue thouthe nets; harke, 

Trp. They are made, (maintain't, 

Alex, 1 rold them thou didfſt owe mee money; hold it yp: 

Trap. Stifly;as a Puritan does contention, 

Foxc I owe thee not the value of a halfepenny halter. 

Atex, Thou ſhalt behavg'd intere thou ſcape lo, 
Vailer Ile make thee Jooke through a grate, 

Trp. I ie dotpreſently, througha Tauerne grate, drawer: 
piſh. - Exu Trapdere 

+44 m. Has the knaue vext you fir? 

Al-x, Aker him my mory, 
He ſweares my {onne regeiu'd it; oh that boy 


Will 


| | dw. —ARS trad + "ws el ee: arent Has «i __—— 
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Willnereleanc heaping ſorrowes on my heart, 
Till he has brok=- it quite. 
Adam. Is he (ll 1 i147 
eAl-x. A$Sisaruſhin Beace, 
Aim, Burthe has left 
y His old hannr wich that b1ge1ge. 
| ex, Worle ftill and worle, 
He lates on me his ſhame, I on him my curſe, 
\.Da+r, My ſonnne /acke Dapper then ſhall run with him, 
A:lin one paſture, 
eAlwm. Proves your ſanne bad too (ir? 
S. Davy. As villany can mike him : your Febaſtian 
Doxes b'it on one drabb, mine on athouſand, 
A noylſe of fiddlers Tobacco, wine and a v hoore, 
A Mercer that w1ll Jethimrake vp more, 
Dy ce, and a water ſpaniel] with a Ducke: oh, 
Br ng hima bed-vith theſe, when his purſe oingles, 
Roarins g boyes follow ar's tale, fencers and nit;gles, 
(Beaſts 444» nere gaue name to) theſe horſe-leeches ſucke 
My ſonne,he being \ dry,they ail liue on lmoake, 
eAlex. Tobacco? 
S.Dazy Right, bur T haue in my braine 
A windmill gcivg that ſhall grind ts dnſt 
he follics of my {oans, and make him wiſe, 
O: 1 {hyke fool-: pray lend me your aduiſe, 
B th, That ſhall you good hr Dany. 
L $. Nam, Heere s the ſpriadge 
Tha fer to carch this woodcocke in: an ation 
In afa!ſe name (vr knownero him) is entred. | : 
I'th Counter to arreſt !ack- Dapper. 
Both, Hi. ha .he. 
S$.Nauy. Thinke you the Counter cannot breake him? 
Alan, Breake him? 
Yes and breake's heart too if he he there long. 
$.D wy. Tle make him fing a Counter tenor ſure, 
Alm, No way to tame him like it, there hee ſhall learne 


What moiay 13 indeed, and how to ſpend it, | 
a 'Þ S.Dany 
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$.Daxy. Hee's bridled there, | 

Alex, 1, yet knowes not howto mendit, 
Bedlam cures not more madmen in a yeare, 
Then one of the Counters does, men pay more deere 
There for there wit then any where; a Counter 
Why 'tis an vniuerfity, who not ſees? 
As ſchollers there, ſo heere men take degrees, 
And follow the ſame ſtudies (all alike.) 
Schollers learne firſt Logicke and Rhetoricke. 
So docs a priſoner; with fine honied ſpeech 
Art's firſt comming in he doth perſwade, beſeech, 
He may belodg'd with one that is not itchy; 
Tolie in a cleane chamber,in ſheets not lowly, 
But when he has no money, then does he try, 
By ſubtile Logicke, and quaint ſophiſtry, 
To make the keepers truſt him, 

Adam. Say they do. 

Alex. Then hee's a graduate, 

S. Dany. Say they truſthim not, - 

Alex, Then is he helda freſhman and a ſor, 
And neuer ſhall commence, bur being ſtill bar'd 
Be expulit from che Maiſters fide, toth twopenny ward, 
Orelſc ith hole,beg plac. 

eAdam, WhenthenlT pray proceeds a priſoner. 

Alex. When mony being the theame, 
He can diſpute with his hard creditors hearts, 
And get out cleere, hee's then a Maiſter of Arts; 
Sir Daxy ſend your ſonne to Woodf(treet Colledge, 
A Gentleman canno where get more knowledge, 

S.Daxy. There Gallants ſtudy hard, 

Alex, True: to get mony, 

S.Dazy. 'lies bith' heeles i'faith, thankes,thankes, I ha ſent 
For a couple of beares ſhall paw him. | 


Evnter Seriant Curtilax and Teoma Hanger, 


«Adam, Who comes youder? 


S. Dany 
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S.Dauy. They looke like puttocks,theſe ſhould be they, 


Alex. Iknow'em, they are officers, fir wee'l leaue you, 


3 


S.Dauy. My good knights. 
Leaue me,you ſee I'me haunted now with ſpirits, 

Bot, Fareyou well fir. Exeunt Alex.avd Adam, 

Curt, This old muzzle chops ſhould be he 
By the fellowes diſcription : Saue you fir, | 

$. Dany. Come hither you mad yarlets,did not my man tell 
you 1 watcht here for you. 

rt, One in a blew coate firtold vs, that inthis place an 

old Gentleman would watchforys, a thing contraryto our 
oath, for we are to watch for euery wicked memberin a Citty, 

S.Daxy, Yeul watch then fot ten thouſand , what's thy 


name honeſty? 

(rt. Seriant Cortilax 1 fir, 

S.Daxy. Anexcellent name for a Seriant, Curts/ax. 
. Seriants indeedare weapons of the law, 
When prodigall ruffians farre in debtare growne, 
Should not yon cut them; Cittizens were orethrowne, 
Thou dwel'ſt hereby in Holborne (wrrilax. | 

wurt. That's my circuit fir, I coniure mot in that circle, 


S$,Dany. And what yong toward welp is this? 
Hang. Of theſamelitter,his yeoman fir, my name's Havger. 


S.Dax). Yeoman Hanger. 

One paire of ſheeres ſure cut out both your coates, 
You hank two names moſt dangerous to mens throates, 
Youtwo are villanous loades on Gentlemens backs, 


Deere ware, this _ and this (urtilax, 
(rt, We are as other men are firgI cannot ſee but hee who 


makes a ſhow of honeſty and religion, if his clawes can fa- 
ento his liking, he drawes bloud - all thatliue in the world, 


Þ, 


are but great fiſh and little fiſh , and feede vpon one another, 
ſome cate vp whole men, a Seriant cares bur for the ſhoulder of 
a man, they call ys kuaues and curres,but many times hee that 
ſets vs on, worries more lambes one yeare,thenwe doin ſeuen. 


S.Dany. Spoke likea noble Cerberus, is the ation centred? 
cuers. 


S.Dany, 


Haug. His namc is entred inthe booke of vnbcle 
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 8.Daxy. What booke's that? 
(err, The booke where all priſoners names Rand, and not 
one amonglt forty, when he comes in, belecues to come out in 


haſt. 


$,Da.Beas doggedto him as your office allowes you to be. 


Both, Oh dr. 

S.Dauy. You know the vnthrift /acke D apper. 

(ure. L,I,fir,that Gull? afuellas 1 knuw my yeoman, 

S. Dany. And you know his father too, Sir Dauy Dapper? 

(art. As damn'd a viurer as euer was among Iewes; if hee 
were ſure his fathers skinne would yeeldhim any mouey , hee 
would when he dyes flea it off, and ſell it ro couer drummes for 
children at Bartholmew faire. 

S.Dauy. What toades are theſe to ſpit poyſon on a man to 
his tace?doe you ſce(my honeſt raſcals?) yonder gray-hound is 
the dog he hunts with, out of that Tauerne ache Dapper will 
fally fa,fa: giue the counter,on, fer vpon him, 

Both, Wee'l charge himwppo th backe fir. 

S.Dany. Takeno baile, pvt mace enough into his caudle, 
double yourfiles, trauerle your ground. | 

Both. Brauc hr. 

$.D-1y.* Cry arme,arme,arme, 
Both, Thus fir, 

$.Dauy. There boy, there boy, away : looke to your prey 
my trew Engliſh wolues,and and ſo I vaniſh, Exu S.Dau 

(rt. Some warden of the Seriants begat this old fellow 
ypon my life, ſtand cloſe. 

Hazog. Shall the ambuſcado lie in one place? 

Curr, No uooke thou yonder, Enter Mol and Trapdore, 

AAtel. Ralph. 

Trip. Whar ſayes my brane Captaine male and female? 

Mel, This Holborne is ſucha wrangling ſtreete, 

Trap. That s becauſe Lawicrs walkes to and fro in't. 

Mol. Heere's ſuchiuſtling, as if eucry one wee met were 
drunke and ree!'d. 

T».av, Srand Miſt-efle do you not ſmell carrion? 

Cel, Carryon?no, yet Ipyraucns, 


Trap. 
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Trap. Some poore winde-ſhaken gallant will anon fall into 
ſore labour, and theſe men-midwiues muſt bring him to bed 
i the counter, there all thoſe that are great with child with 


debts, 'le in. 
| Mol. Stand vp. 
[ Trap. Like your new maypoll. 

Hang. Whiſt,whew. 

Cart, Hump,no, 

Mal, Peepingzit ſhall go hard huntſmen, but Te ſpoyle 
your game,they looke for all the worldlike two infeted malt- 
men comming muffled yp intheir cloakes in a froſty morning 
to London, 

Trap. A courſe, Captaine;a beare comes tothe ſtake. 

Enter lacke Dapper and Gud, 


Mol. It ſhould bee ſo, for the dogges ſtruggle tobeclet 
looſe, 

Hang. Whew. Curt, Hemp, 

Moll. Harke Tr apdore, follow your leader, 

Tacke Dap. Gul. | 


Gal, Maiſter, | 
Jacke Dap. Did'ſt euer ſee ſuchan aſſeas Iam boy? 


Gul. No by my troth fir, to looſe all your mony, yethaue 
falſe dice of your owne, why tis as I ſawa great fellow vſcd 
t other day, he had a faire fword and buckler,andyet a butcher 
dry beate him with acudgell. 


Both. Honeſt Serieant fly, flic Maiſter Dapper you'l be ar- 
reſted elſe, 
lacke Dap. Run Gul and draw, 


Gul, Run Maiſter, Gni! followes you. 
Exit Dapper and Gull. 


Curt. 1know you well enough, you r but a whore to hang 


yponany man, 
Ao!.Whores then are like Sericants,ſo now hang you,draw 
roge, bue ſtrike not: for a broken pate they] keepe their beds, 
and recouer twenty markes damages, 
(rt. You ſhall pay for this reſcue, runne downe ſhoe- 


lane and mecete bim, | 
H Trap. . 


( 
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Trap. Shu, is this areſcue Gentlemen or no? 

Mol. Reſcue? apox on 'em, Trapdore let's away , 
Tme glad haue done perfe& one good worketo day, 
If any Gentleman be in Scriueners bands, 


Send but for ol, ſhe'll baile himby theſe hands, Exenrr. 


E fer Sir Alexander Wen graue ſotus, 


eMl:y, Voahppy in the follies of a ſonne, 
Led againſt iudgement, ſence, obedience, 
And all the powers of nobleneſle and wit; Enter Trapdore 
Oh wretched father, now Trapdore wili ſhe come? : 

Trap. In mans apparell fir, Iam in her heart now, 
And ſhare inall her ſecrets. | 

Alex, Peace,peace,peacc, 
Heretake my Germane watch, hang t yp in ſight, 
That I may ſec her hang in Engliſh fort. 

Trap. Iwarrant you for that now, next Seſhons rids her fir, 
This watchwill bring her in berter then a hun'red conſtables. 

Alex. Good Trapaore ſaiſt thou ſo, thou cheer'ſt my heart 
Afteraſtormeof ſorrow, — my gold chaine too, 
Here take a hundred markes in yellow linkes. 
Trap. That will do well to bring the watch to light fir, 
And worth a thouſand of your Headborowes lanthornes, 

Alex. Place that a'the Court cubbart, let it lie 
Full in the veiw of her theefe-whooriſh eie. 

Trap. Shee cannot miſle it fir, I ſee'tſoplaine, that T could 

cal tmy ſelfe. 

Alex. Perhaps thou ſhalt too, 6 
That or ſomething as weighty; what ſhee leaues, 
Thou ſhalt come cloſely in, and filch away, 
And all the werght vpon her backe Ile lay. 

Trap. You cannot aſſure that fir, 

Alex. No, what lets it? 

Trap. Being a (tout girle, perhaps ſhee'l defire preſſing, 
Then all the wetght mult ly ypon her belly. 

Alex. Belly or backe I care not ſo Tue one. 


Trap. 
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Trap. You'r of my minde for that fir. 
Alex. Hang vp my ruffe band with the diamond at it, 


It may be ſhee!l like that beft. : 
Trap. It's well for her, that ſhee muſt haue her choice, hee 


thinkes nothing too good for her, if you hold on this minde 
2 little longer, it ſhall bee thefirſt worke I doe to turne theefe 
my ſelfe; would do a man good to be hang'd whenhe is ſo wel 


prouided for. 
Alex, So, well ſayd;all haugs well,would ſhee hung ſo too, 


The ſight would pleaſe me more, then all their gilſterings: 
Oh that my myſteries to ſuch Rreights ſhould runne, 
That I mutt rob my ſelfe to blefle my ſonne, Exennt. 


Enter Sebaſtian, with Mary Fitz-Allard ke a page, and Mol. 


$eb, Thou haſt done me a kind office, without touch 

Fither of finne or ſhame, our lones are honeſt. 

AMol.Tde ſcorneto make ſuch ſhiftto bring you together elſe, 

Seb. Now haue Itime and opportunity 

Without all feare to bid thee welcome loue. Kiſſe. 
Mary. Neuer with more defire and harder venture, 
Aol, How ſtrange this ſhewes one man to kifle another. 
Seb. Tdekifle fuck men to chuſe Moll, | 

Me thinkes a womans lip taſts well ina dublet. 
Mol. Many an old madam has the better fortune then, 

Whoſe breathes grew ftale before the faſhion came, 

If that will help 'em, as you thinke 'twill do, 

Theyllearne in time to plucke on the hoſe too. 
Seb, The olderthey waxe Idol, troth I ſpeake ſeriouſly, 

As ſome haue a conceit their drinke taſts better 

In an outlandiſh cup then in our owne, 

Some thinkes euery kiffe ſhe giues me now 

In this ſtrange forme, is worth a paire of two, - 

Here we are ſafe, and furtheſt from the eic 

Of all ſuſpicion, this is my fathets chamber, 

Vpon which floore he neuer ſteps till night. 


Here he miſtruſts me not,nor I his comming, 
H 2 At 
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| At mine owne chamberhe ſtill pries vnto me, 
' My freedome is not there at mine owne finding, 


Still checkt and curb'd, here he ſhall miſe his purpoſe. 

Mol. And whar s your buſinefle now, you hauc your mind fir; 
At your great ſuite I promiſd you to come, | 
I pittied her tor names ſake, that a ' 1/79 | 
Should be lo crolt in louce, when there's ſo many, 

That owes nine layes a peece, and not lo little: 
My taylorfitted her, how like you his worke? 

Seb. So well, no Art can mend it, for this purpoſe, 

But to thy wit and helpe we're chicke in debt, 
And muſt live till bcholding, 

Aol. Any honeſt pitty 
I'me willing to beſtow vpon poore Ring-doues, 

Seb. Tle ofter no worſe play. 

CAell. Nay and you ſhould fir, 

] ſhould draw firit and prooue the quicker man, 

Seb. Hold, there ſhall neede no weapon at this meeting, 
But cauſethou ſhalt nor looſe thy fury idle, 
Heere take this viall, runne ypon the guts, 

And end thy quarrell finging. 

CA. Like a {wan aboue bridge, 

For looke you heer's the bridge,and heere am 1. 

Seb. Hold on ſweete 7ol, 

Cary. Tue heard her much commended fir, for one that 
Fas nere taught, 

Cel, Tme much beholding to 'em,well ſince you'l needes 
pur'ys together fir, I le play my part as wel as I can:it ſhall nere 
be ſaid I cameinto a Gentlemans chamber, and let his inſtru- 
ment hang by the walls, 

Seb. Why well ſaid Ze! i faith, it had bene a ſhame for that 
Gentleman then, that would haue let it hung ſtill, and nere 


ofred thee it. 


Aol. There it ſhould haue bene ſtil then for 17o/,for though 
the world iudge impudently of mee, I nerecame into that 

<hamber yet, where Itooke downe the inſtrument my ſelfe. 
S-b, Piſh let em prate abroad, th'art heere where thou art 
knowne 
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knowne and lou'd, there be a thouſand cloſedames that wil cal 
the viall an vnmannerly inftrument for a woman, and therefore 
talke broadly of thee, when you ſhall haue them fit wider to a 


worſe quality, ; 
Met. Paſh,Icuer fall aſleepe and thinke not of 'em fir, and 


thus I dreame, 


$eb, Prithee let's heare thy dreame Mol. 


Mol. 7 dreamethere is a Hiſtreſſe, 
And ſhe layes ont the money, | The ſon g. 
Shee goes vnto hey Sſters, 
Shee newer comes at Au). 
Enter Sir eMexangder behind them 
Shee ſayes ſhee went to'th Burſſe for patternes, 
You ſhall finde her at Saint Katherns, 
Ana comes home with neuer a penay. 
Seb. That's a free Miſtrefle faith, 
Alex. 1,I,I, like her that ſings it,one of thine own chooſing. 
Mo. Bnt ſhall I dreame againe? 
Here comes awench will braue ye, 
Her courage was (6 great, 
Shee lay with one o the Nany, 
Her husband lying ”he Fleet. | 
Tet oft with him Te camel'd, 
1 wonder what hee aales, 
Her husban4s ſhip lay grauel[d, 
When hei*s corld hayſe vp ſailet, 
Tet hee beganne like all my foes, 
T 0 call whoore fir it: for {6 do tha(e; 


A poxof all falſe tayles, ] 


Seb, Marry amen fayT. 


Alex, Sofſayl1Itoo, | 
MN Hang vp the viallnow fir: all this while Iwas in a 


dreame, one ſhall lie rudely then;bur being awake, I keepe ury 
legges together;a watch, what's a clocke here, | 
Alex, Now,now,ſhee's trap, 


H 3 ] Mot 
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Aol. Betweene one and two; nay then I care net: a watch 
anda muſitian are cofſen Germanes in one thing , they muſt 
both keepe time well, or there's no goodnefſe in em, the one | 
elſe deſerues to be daſht againſt a wall, and tother to haue his 
braines knockt our with a fhddle caſc, what? alooſe chaine and 
a dangling Diamond, 

Here were a braue booty foran euening-theefe now, 
There's many a younger brother would be glad 
Tolooke twice in at a window fort, 
And wriggle inand out, like an ecleinaſandbag, 
Oh if mens ſecret youthktull faults ſhould iudge'em, 
"Twould be the general {t execution, 
That ere was ſeene in England; there would bee but few left to 
ſing the ballets. there would beſo much worke : moſt of our 
brokers would be choſen for hangmen, a good day for them: 
_ they might renew their wardrops of free coſt then., 
= Seb. This is the roaring wench muſt do vs good, 

Mary. No poylſon fir but ſerues vs for ſome yſe, which is 

confirm'd inher. 

= Seb. Peace,peace, foot I did here him ſure, where ere he be. 

%, Mol. Who did you heare? \ 
= Seb. My father, 'twas like a fight of his, I muſt be wary, 
= |. Alex. No wilt not be, am I alone ſo wretched | 
That nothing takes?T'le put him to his plundge for't. 
eb. Life, heere he comes, --- (irl beſeech you take it, 
= | Your way of teaching does fo much content me, 

2 T'le make it foure pound, here's forty ſhillings fir. 
I thinke Iname itright: helpe me good Alot, 
Forty in hand. 

Cel. Sir you ſhallpardon me, 
= - Thaue morc of the meancſt ſcholler I can teach, 
This pates me more, then you haue oftred yer. 

Seb, Artthe next quarter 
When receiue the meanes my father 'lowes me. 

You ſhall hauctother forty, 

Alex. This were well now, 

Werttoa man, wholc {orrowes had blind cies, 


Buy 
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But mine behold his follics and vntruthes, 
With two cleere glaſſes _—— how now? 
Seb. Sir. 
eAlex., What's he there? ' [TENT 
Seb, You'r come in good time fir, Tuc aſuiteto you, 
I'de crave your preſent kindneſle, 
efler, What is he there? | 
Seb, AGentleman, a muſitian fir,one of excellent fingring* 
eMlex. 1,I thiuke ſo, I wonder how they ſcapt her, 
Seb. Has the moſt delicate ſtroake fir, 
eAMlex. Aſtroake indeed, I feele it at my heart, 
Seb. Puts downe all your famous wufitians, 
eflcx. I,a whoore may put downe a hundred of 'em, 
Seb. Forty ſhillings is the agrement fir berweene vs, 
Now fir, my preſent meanes, mounts but to|halfe on't. 
Alex. And he ſtands vpon the whole. 
Seb. T indeed does he fir. 
Alex, And will doe ſtill, hee'l nere be in other taile, 
Seb. Therefore I'de ſtop his mouth fir, and I could, 
eAlex. Hum true, there is no other way indeed, 
His folly hardens, ſhame muſt needs ſucceed, 
Now fir I vnderſtand you profeſſe muſique, 
Aol. Tama poore ſeruant to that liberall ſcience fir. 
Alex. Where is it you teach? 
CA. Right againſt Cliffords Inne. 
Alcx, Hum that's a fit place for it: you haue many ſchollers. 
Hol. And ſome of worth , whom I may call my maiſters. 
Alex, Itrue,a coinpany of whooremaiſters; you teach to 


ſing too? 


Ms, Marry doIbr. 
Alex, Tthinke you'l finde an apt ſcholler of my ſonne, el- 


pecially for pricke-fong, 
Mol; Thaue much hope of him. 
Alex. Iam ſory for't, I haue the lefle forthat: you can play 


any leflon, 
AMel, Art firſtfight fir. Ry 


Alex. There's athing calledthe witch,can you play mow 
0594- 
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Atet, T would be fory ary one ſhovid mend mein't. 
eAlex. 1,] beleevethee, thou haft ſo bewitcht my ſonne, 
No care will mend the worke that thou haſt done, 
T haue bethought my ſelfe fince my art failes, 
T'le make her pollicy the Artto trap her. 
Here are foure Angels markt with holes in them 
Fir for his crackt companions, gold he will give her, 
Theſe will I make induction to her ruine, 
And rid ſhame from my houſe,griefe from my heart 
Here ſonne, in what you take content and pleaſure, 
Want ſhall nor curbe you, pay the Gentleman 
His latter halic in gold, 
Seb. Ichanke you fir. 
eAlex. Oh may the operation ant, end three, 
In her,life: ſhamc,in him;and griefe, in mee, Exit eAlexander, 
Seb. Faith thou ſhalt haue*em tis my fathers guift, 
Neuer was man beguild with better ſhift, 
Aol. Hee that can take mce for a male muſitian, 
I cannot chooſe but make him my inſtrument, 
And play vpon him. | Exennt owes. 


 Emter Miſtreſſe Gallipot, and Meſtreſſe Openworke. 


Ats.Gal.lTs then that bird of yours(Maiſter Goſhawke )ſo wild? 

Miſt.0nen, A Goſhwwke,a Purrocke; all forprey: he angles 
for fiſh, bur he loues flcſh better. 

AL ?.Gal. Is t poſhble his ſmoth face ſhould haue wrinc- 
kles in't, and we not {ce them? 

it. 2peu. Poſlible? why have not many handſome legges 
in filke ſtockins villanous fplay feete for all their oreat roſes? 

Azift.Gal, Troth firra thou faiſt true. 

Ati(f.Op. Didlt nener ſec an archer(as tho'aſt walkt by Bun- 
hill) looke a ſquint when he drew his bow? 

Atfr.Gal, Yes, when his arrowes haue flin'e toward Iſling- 
ton,his eyes han» ſhot cleane contrary tow 2rds Pimlico. 

Atiſt.Oper. For all the world ſo does Mailter G o/hawke dou « 
ble with me. | | 


Myſt.Gal. 


A is 
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Mift.Gal.Ohhie vpon him,it he double once he's not for me, 

Miſt. Open. Becauſe G»hawke goes in a ſhag-ruffe band, 
with a face ſticking vp 11t, which ſhowes likean agoetſctin 
acrampe ring,hethinkes I mein loue with him, 

A1ift.CGal, "Las Ithinke he takes his marke amiſſe in thee. 

Adr(t. Open, He has by ofren beating into me made mee be- 
lecue that my husband kept a whore, 

Miſt.Gal, Very good, . 

Maſt. Open. Sore to me that my husband this very morning 
went in a boate with a tilt ouer it , tothe three pidgions at 
Brainford, and his puncke with him vnder his tilt, 

eMit.Gal, That were wholeſome, 

Mift.Open. Tbelecu'd it, fell a ſwearing at him, curſſing of 
harlots, made me ready to hoyle vp fſaile, and be there as ſoone 


as hee. 


AMiR.Gal. $9, 1o, 
M1ft.Open, And for that voyage GoSawke comes hither in- 


continently , but firra this water-ſpaniell diues after no ducke 
but me, his hope is bauing mee at Zraineford ro make mee cry 


quack, 

CM.Gall, Artſure of it? | 

Aift.Opens Sure of it? my poore innocent Openworke came - 
in as I was poking my ruffe, preſently hit I him i'the teeth with 
the three pidgions : he forſworea!l, I'vp and opened ail, and 
now ſtands he (in a ſhop hard by ) like a musker on a reſt, to hit 

oſhawbetheeie, when he comes to fetch me to the boate. 

CU.Gal. Such another lame Gelding offered to carry 
mee througtithicke and thinne, (Z x0 firra) but Tam ridd of 
him now, 

Miſt.Open, Happy is the woman can bee ridde of *em all; 
las what are your whi-king gallants to our husbands , weigh 
'emrightly man for man, 

CAR.Gall. Troth meere ſhallow things, 

M.Oyen. Idle fimple things, running|heads, and yet let 


'emrunouer ys neuer ſo faſt, we ſhop-keepers(whenall 5 dane) 


are ſuretohaue 'em in our purſnets atlengrh, and when they 


arc in, Lord what fimmple animall; they are, 
L IMt,Open, 


FP”. 
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A15ft.Open, Then they hang kead. 
AMiſt.Gal. Then they droupe. 
CAHMt.Open. Then they write letters. 


CAHR.Gal, Then they cogge. 
Af. Open. Then they deals vnder hand with ys, and wee 


mult ingle with our hu hands a bed, and wee muſt Frere they 


are our coſens, and able to do vs a pleaſure at Court. 
' Mil. Gal. And vec when wee haue donc our beſt, al's but 
Mut into ariven diſh, wee are but frumpt at and libell'dvpon. 
Alf. Open. Oh if it were the good Lords will, there were a 


law made, no Cittizen ſhould truſt any of 'em all. 
' Enter Goſnawke. 
AZ. Gal. Huſh firra, Goo Rueters, 
Go/J3. How now,arc you ready? 
i Atif Open. Nay are you ready? alittle thing you ſce makes 


vs ready, _ 
Ge/. Vs*whi, muſt ſhee make one i the voiage? 
Afift.Open. Oh by any meanes, do Iknow how my hus- 


band will handle mee? 
Goſh, Foot, how ſhall T hind water, to keepe theſe two mils 


going? WW ell fince youll needs bee clapt ynder hatches, if 1 


tay lenot with you both till all ſplit, hang mee vp at the. maine 


yard,& duck mee; it s but Iickering them both ſoundly,8& then 
you ſhall ſeetheir corke hecles flie vp high, like two ſwannes 
when their tayles are aboue water, and their long neckes vnder 
water, diving to catch gudgions: come,come, oarcs ſtand rea- 
oY, the tyde's with vs, on with thoſe falſe faces , blow winds 
ad thot ! ſhalr take thy husband, caſting out his net to catch 
Fre, $amow At bram ford. 
*AliÞ.Gal. 1 belecue you'l eate of acoddes head of your 
one dreffing, before you reach halfe wav thither. 
=". Gab. So,lo,follow cloſe , PIN aSyou go, 
Enter Laxtonmufled, 
Lax, Dovou hearc? 
CAliſt,G 4. Yes, Ithanke my eares, 
Lax. Imuft kauc a bouc with your Poticariſhip, 
AF.Gal, At what weapon? 
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Zax,. I muſt ſpeake with you, AH#R.Gal. No. 
Lax No? you ſhall. L 
CAMPGal. Shall?away ſouſt Sturgion, halfe fiſh, halfe fleſh. 
Lax. Faith gib, are you ſpitting , Tle cut your tayle pul- 
cat for this, 
Alf. Gal La5poore Laxros, I thinke hy tayle's cut alrea- 


dy: your worſt; 6-42 
Lax. If I do not, we Exit Laxton. 
Go/h, Come, ha you done? Enter Maiſter Openworke. 

Sfoote Roſamond, jour husband. welcome, 
CHMaiſt.Open. How now?{weete Maiſt. Goſhawkhe,none more 

T haue bei” your embracements: when friends meete, | 

The muſique of the ſpheares ſounds not more {weete, 

Then does their conferenc : who is this? R Roſamond: 

Wife: how now fifter? 

Goſh, Silenceif you loue mce. 

CHMaiſt.Open, Why maskt? 

IMf?. Open, Does a maske grieue you fir? 

Ataiſt.Open, Tt does. 

AM. SE Then y are beſt get you a mumming, 

Goſh. S footeyoulſpoyle all. 

M/F.Gall, May not wee couer our bare faces with maskes 
As well as you couecr your bald heads with hats? 

Ma.0p.No maskes, why,th aretheeues to beauty, that rob 
Of admiration in which true loue lies, | (eics 
Why are maskes worne?why good?or why deſired? 

Vnleſſe by their gay couers wits are fiered| 

To read the vild ſtlookes; many bad faces, 

(Becauſe rich gemmes are treaſured vp in caſes) 

Paſſe by their priuiledge currant, but as caues 

Dambe miſers Gold, ſo maskes are beauties graues, 

Mennere meete women with ſuch muffled eies, 

But they curſe her,thatfirſt did maskes deuiſe, 

And ſweare it was ? omebeldame.Come oft with 'A 
AMtlt. Open, 1 will not. 

HMaift.Opeu. Good faces maskt are Tewels kept by ſpirits, 


Hide gone but bad ones, forthey P_ on mens ſ1ghts, 
2 Shew 
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Show then as ſhop-keepers do their broidred ſuffe, 


(By owlelight) fine warcs cannot be open enough, 
Prithee (tw eete Roſe) come trike this ſayle, 
CALt.Open. Saile? | (eyes? 
 CaMaſt.Op. Ha? yes wife ſtrike ſaile,for ſtormes are inthine 
AMit.Open, Thiare liere fir in my browes if any riſe, 
CMaiſt. Open. Ha browes? (what {aycs ſhe friend)pray tel me 


Your twoflagges were aduaunlt; the Comedy, (why 


Come what's the Comedy? e 
Aft. Dpew, Weltward hoe, 
CAMaeſt. Open, How? 
HMſt.Open. Tis Weſtward hoe ſhee ſaies. 
Goſh. Are you both madde? 
CHMft.Open, Is t Market day at Brameford,and your ware not 
ſent vp yet? 
Atai/t.Operv. What market day? what ware? 
CAnfr, Open. Apy with three pidgions int, "tis drawne and 
ſtajes your cutting vp. 
Goſh. As you regard my credit, | 
Mmnft.Open. Art madde? 7 
M:ft.Open. Yes letcherous goate;Baboone, 
Auſt. Open. Baboone?then toſle mee in a blancket, 
M:z.9pen. Do Tit well? M:/f.Gall, Rarely. 
Go. Belike fir ſhee's not well; belt leaue her, 
Marft.Open. No, 
Tle ſtand the ftorme now how herce {0 cre it blow. 
Mz#.Open. DidT tor this loole all my friends? refuſe 
Rich hopes, and golden fortunes,to be made 
Aſtaleto a common whore? | 
Muft.Open, This docs amaze mee, - 
M:/. Open. Oh God, oh God, feede at reverſion now? 
A Scrumpets leauing? M{?.0pen, Roſamond, 
G14 Tiweate, wo ldTlay in cold harbour, 


M:/7.0pen, Thou haſt firuck ten thoufand daggers through 


my heart, 
Mz/t.Oper. NotT by heauen ſweete wife, (thee 
M/#.9p:n.Go diucl gozthat which thou lwear'ſt by,damnes 
Goſh, 


The Roaring Girle: 


Goſh, Sheart will you ynde mee? 

M#i/f.Open. Why ſtay you heere ? the ſtarre, by Which you 
faile,ſhines yonder aboue {helfy; you looſe your ſhore if this 
moone light you:{ceke out your light whore, 

Mas#, Open,, Ha? 

Mif.Gal. Puſh;your Weſterne png. 

Goſh, Lounds now hell roares, 

Mz#f.Open. With whom youtilted In apaire of oares, this 
yery morning. 

Maiff,Open, Oares? Myſt, Open. At Brainford fir. 

Mat, Open, Racke not my patieuce:Maiſter Go/hawke, ſome 
ſlauc has buzzed this into her, has he not? I runatilt in Bram 
ford with a woman? tis alie : What old baud tels thee this? 
S'death 'ris a lie, | 
Mzff.Open, Tis one to thy face ſhall iuſtify all thatIſpeake. 
Ma##{,Open, Vdſouledo but name that raſcall. 

My.9pen, No firl will not, 

Goſh, Keepethee there girle: — then! 

Mft.Open. Siſter know you this varlet? Miyff.Gall, Yes, 
Maiff,Dpen, Sweare true, 

Ts there a rogueſo low Gamn'd?a {econd [/uda?a common hanvg- 
man? cutting a mans throate?does itro his face? bite mee be- 
hind my backe?a cur dog?ſweare if you know this hel|-hound, 


Alift.Galt, Intruth I do, 
CMarFt. Open, His name? 
Miſt.Gall. Not tor the world; 
To haue you to (tab him, 
Goſh, Oh braue girles : worth Gold, 


HMaiſt.Open, A word honeſt maiſter Goſhawke. 
| Draw out his [word 


Go/h, What do you meane fir? 

CHMaiſt.Open, Keepe off, and if the diuell can giueanameto 
this new fury, holla it throngh my eare, or wrap it vp in ſome 
hid charaQeer : T'le ride to Oxford,aud watch out mine cies, but 
\ Tleheare the brazen head ſpeak : or elſe ſhew me bur one haire 
of his head or beard,that I may ſampleit; if the fiend I mect(in 


myne owae houſe) Ile kill him : — the ftrecte, 
I 3 Or 
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Or at the Church dore : --- there -- ( cauſe heſeekes to ynty 
The knor God faſtens) he deſerues molt to dy, 
AL[.0per. My husband titles him. 
CMaiſt, pen. Mailter Goſhawke, pray fir 
Sweare to me, that you know himor know hiw not, (wives, 
Who makes me at Bruiaſord to takevpa peticote belide my 
Go%, By heauen thar man [ know not. 
CANT. Open. Come,come,you lic. 
Goſh, Will | you not haue all out? 
By heauen I know no man beneaththe moon 
Should do you wrong, but if I had his name, 
Ide print it intext letters, 
CALR.Opemn, Print thine owne then, 
Did'tnotthou ſweare to me he kept his whoore? 
Mi.Gal. And that in finfull Bramford they would commit 
That which our lips did water at fir, -- ha? 
ALR.Open. Thou fpider,that haſt wouen thy cunning web 
In mine owne houſe t in{nare me : haſt not thou 
Suck't nouriſhment cuen vnderneath this roofe, 
And turned itall to poylon? ſpittiug it, 
On thy friends face (my husband?) he as t'iwere {leeping: 
Onely toleaue him v ely co mine cics, 
That they might glance on thee, 
«At. Gal. Speake, are thele lies? 
Goh. Mine owne {ſhame me conftounds: 
ALT, Open. No more, hee s [tung; 
\Who'd thinke that in one body there could dwell 
Deformitie and beauty, (heauen and hell) 
Goodnefſel Yee is but outſide, wee all ſet, 
In rings of Gold, ftogcs chachs Ceerſer) - 
I thought you none. 
Gef. Pardon mec. 
Alaiſlt, Open. Truth I doe. 
This blewith growes in nature not inyou, 
For mans creation ſticke cuen moles 1n Rome 


In fairelt cheeks, wife nothing is perfect borne. 


Af, Open, Trhought vou had bene borne perteet 
Mag. Oper. 
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Maiſt. Open, What's this whole world but a gilt rotten pill? 

For at the heart lies the old chore ſtill, 

Tle tell you Maifter Go/hawke, I in your eie 

T haue ſeene wanton fire, and thento try 

The ſoundneſle of my iudgement, I told you 

I kept awhoore,made Wa, in twas true, 

Onely to feele how your pulſe beate, bur find, 

The world can hardly yeelda perfect friend. 

Come,come,atricke of youth, and 'tis forgiuen, 

This rub put by, our loue ſhall runne more euecn, 
Aft. Open, Youl deale vpon mens wiues no more? 
Goſh. No: ---- you teach mea tricke for that. 
Mft.Open. Troth do not, they o're-reach thee. 
HMai.Open, Make my houle yours fir till, 

Goſh, No. 
Nat. Open. I fay you (hall: 
Sceing (thus beſieg'd) it holds out, 'twill neuer fall. 


Enter Maifter Gallipot, aud Greenewit like a Somner, 
Laxton muffled a loofe off. 


Omnes How now? 

CHMas/4. Gall. With mee fir? | 

Greene, You fir? Thaue gon ſnaffling vp and downe by your 
dore this houre to watch for you. 

Miſt. Gail. What's the matter husband? 

Greene, ----T haue caught a cold in my head f1t,by htting vp 
ate in the roſe tauerne, but I hope you vnderſtand my ſpeech. 

AMait,Gal. So hr. 

Greene. 1 cite you by the name of Hippocrates Gallipot, and 
you by the name of Prudence Gallipot,to appeare vpon Craitino, 
voe you ſee, ('raftino ſantti Dunſtan (this Faſter Tearme) in 
Bow Church. 

Haiiſt.Gall. Where ſu? what ſaies he? 

Greene, Bow:Bow Church,to an{wereto a libel of precon- 
tract onthe part and behalfe of the ſaid Prudence and another; 


y ate beſt firtake a coppy of the citation, tis but tweluepence. 
Omne: 


- 
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. Omnes A Citation? 
Aauiſt,Gal. You pocky-noſed raſcall, what flaue fees you to 


this? 
L1x, Slaue? Thanothing to do with you, doe you heare fir? 


Goh, Laxtoniftno:? --- what fagary is this? 

Aluſt.Gal. Truſt me Trhought fir this ſtorme long ago had 
bene full laid, when (1f you be remembred) Tpaid you the laſt 
fifreene po and, beſides the thirty you hadfic{t,--- for then you 


{wore, 
Lax. Tuſh tuſh f1r, oathes, 


Truth yet I'me loth to vexe you, -- tell you what; 
Make vp the mony I had an hundred pound, 
And take your belly full of her. 
HMarſt.Ga!. An hundred pound? 
MG, What a 190 pound? he gets none: whata 100 


pound? 
CALinſt.Gal.Sweet Prube calme,the Gentleman offers thus, 


Tf T will make the monyes that are oaſt 
A109 pound, he will diſcharge all courts, 
And giue his bond neuer to vexe vs more. 
At. Gl. A 100 pound? 'Las; take fir but threeſcore, 


Doyou ſeeke my vndoing? 
Lir, Tle not bate one fixpence, --- Ile mall you puſle for 


ng. 
ANRGal. Do thy worſt, 


Will foureſcore ſtop thy mouth? 
Lax, No. 


Aff. Gal. Y are aflaue, 
Thou Cheate, Ile now teare mony from thy throat, 


Hu«band lay hold on yonder tauny-coate, 
G--2ns, Nay Gentlemen ſeeing your woemen are ſo hote,]T 


maſt looſe my haire in their company I ſee. 
AM 7.9pe His haire ſheds off, and yet he ſpeaks notſo much 


inthe 4g as he did before. 
G33. Hcehas had the better Chirurgion, Maiſter Greenewit, 


is your wit ſo raw as to play no better apart thea a Somners? 
* Muk.Ga/. 1 pray who playes a knacke to know an honeſt 


ana this company ? 
| 441t.G al. 
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AMift.Gall. Deere husband,pardon me,I did diſlemble, 
Told thee I was his precontracted wife, 2 

When letters came from him for thirty pound, 


I had no ſhift but thar. 
HMailh.Gal, A very cleane ſhift -: but able to make mee 


lowſy, On. 

AMPB.Gal. Husband,I pluck'd(when he had terwpted mee to 
thinke well of him) Ger terhers from thy wings, to make him 
flie more lofty. CMaiſt.Gall. Athe top of you wife: on. 

HMiGal, He having waſted them,comes now for more, 
Vſing me as a ruffian doth his whore, 

Whole ſinne keepes him in breath:by heauen I'vow, 
Thy bed he neuer wrong d,more then he does now. 

CIaiſt.Gal. My bed?ha,ha, like enough, aſhop-boord will 
ſerueto hauea cuckolds coate cut out vpon: |of that wee'l 
talke hercafter: y are a villaines , 

Lax. Heare mee but ſpeake fir, you ſhall finde mee none. 

Omnes Pray fir,be patient and heare him, | 

Aaiſt,Gal. T am muzzled for biting fir,vſe me how you will. 

Lax, The firſt howre that your wife was inmy eye, 

My ſelfe with other Gentlemen fitting by, | 
(In your ſhop) taſting ſmoake, and ipeechbeng vled, 
That men who haue faireſt wiues are moſt abuſed, 

And hardly ſcapt the horne, your wife maintain'd 

That onely fuch ſpors in Citty dames were ſtain'd, 
Iuſtly,but by mens {Janders:for her owne part, 

Shee vow'd that you had ſo much of her heart; : 

No man by all his wit,by any wile, 

Neuer ſo fine ſpunne, ſhould your ſclfe beguile, 

Of whar in her was yours, | 

HMaift.Gat. Yet Pru tis well: play, out your [game at Irifh 
fir: Who winnes? | 

AMfi.0Open. The triall is when ſhee comes to bearing: 

Lax. Iſcorn'd one woman,thus,ſhould braue all men; 
And (which more yext me) a ſhee-citizen, 

Therefore laid fiege to her, out the held, 


Gaue many a braue repulſe,and me compel'd _ 
= With 


= 
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With ſhame to ſound retraitto my hot luſt, 


Then ſeeing all baſe defires rak'd vp in duſt, 
And that to tempt her modeſt eares, I {wore 
Neretoprſumne againe: ſhe ſaid, her eje 
Would euer giue me welcome honeſtly, 
And(fince I wasa Gentlman) if it runne low, 


$Shee would my ſtate relieue, not to o rethrow 


Your owne and hers : did ſo; then ſeeing I wrought 
Vpon her meckenefle, mee ſhe ſet at nought, 


And yet totry if I could turne that tide, 
You tee what ſtreameT ftroue with, but fir I ſweare 


© By heauen,and by thoſe hopes men lay vp there, 


[ neither haue, nor had a baſe intent 

To wrong your bed, what's done, is meriment : 

Your Gold Ipay backe with this intereſt, 

When I had moſt power todotI wroug d youleaft. 
CAlaih.Gal. Tf. this no gullery be fir, 


Omnes No,no,on my life, 
Maift.Gal. Then fir I am beholden (not to you wife) 


But Maiſter Laxton to your want of doing ill, 
Which it ſecmes ye't haue not Gentlemen, 
Tarry and dine here all. | 
CHaiſft.Open, Brother, we haue a eſt, 
As good as yours to furniſh out a feaſt. 
AMaiſt. Gal.Wee'l crowne our table with it:wife brag no more, 


Ot holding out:who moſt brags is moſt whore, Exeunt omnes. 


Exter Iacke Dapper, Moll, Sir Beautious Ganymed, 
and Sir Thomas Long. 


Tacke Dap. But prethee Maiſter Captaine /acke be plaine and 
perſpicuous with mee; was it your Megge of Weſtminſters 
courape, that reſcued mee from the Poultry puttockes indeed, 

Aol, The yalour of my wit Ienſure you fir fetcht you off 
brauely, when you werre ithe forlorne hope among thoſe 
deſperates, Sir Bewtious Ganwymed here , and fir Thomas Long 
heard that cuckoc (my man 7rapdere) ſing the note of your 


ranſome 
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ratiſome from captiuty. 

Sir Bewt, Vds ſo Mel, where's that Trapdore? 

Mot, Hang 'dIthinke by this time, a Tutice in this towne, 
(that ſpeakes nothing but make a irtimu a way wich him to 
Newgate)vſedthat rogue like a fire-worketo run ypon a line 
berwixt him and me. 

Omnes how, how? 

Aol. Marry to lay traines of villany to blow vp my life; I 
ſmek the aware , ſpy d what hnſtocke gaue fire to ſhoote 
againſt the poore Captaine of the Gallifoyſt, & away ſlid Imy 
man, like a ſhouel|-board ſhilling, hee ftroutes vp and downe 
the ſuburbes 1thinke: and cates vp whores:feedes vpon a bauds 


garbadg. 

T.Lons. Sirra lacke Dapper. 

Jac, Dap. What ſai t Tom Long? 

T. Long, Thou hadft a fweet fact boy halle fellow withthee 
to your little Ga//: how is he ſpent? 

lackeDaep.Troth I whiftled the poore little buzzard of amy 
fiſt, becauſe when hee wayted ypon mee at the ordinaries, the 
oallants hit me1thetceth ſtill, and ſaid T lookt like a painted 
Aldermans tomb,and the boy at my elbow like a deaths head, 
Sirra /acke, Mol, 

Atel. What faics my little Dapper? 

Sir Bewt, Come, come, walke and talke, walke and talke. 

Jack. Dap. Mol and Tle be i the midſt. 

Mel, Theſe Knights ſhall haue ſquiers places belike then: 
well Dapper what ſay y ou? 

lack.Dap. Sirra Captaine mad Mary, the gull my owne fa- 
ther (Dapper) Sir Dauy) laid theſe London Lobee lake the 


catch poles in ambuſh to ſet ypon mee. 


Omnes Your father? away /acke. 
Tack. Dap. By the taſlels of this handkercher 'tis true , and 


what was his warlicke {tratagemethinke you? hee thought be- 
cauſe a wicker cage tames a nightingale, a lowſy prifon could 
make an afle of mee. 


Omnmes A naſty plot. | 


Iack.Dap, T:as though a Counter,which is a parke,in whi - 
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all the wilde beaſts of the Citty run head by head could tame 
mec. 


| Enter the Lord Noland. « 


Il. Yonder comes my Lofd Nelard. 

Omner Saucyou my Lord. 

L. Nl, Well met Gentlemen all, good Str Rewtions Gany- 
mei, Sir Thomas Long?, and how docs Maiſter Dapper? 

lack.Nar, Thankes my Lord. | 

Mol. No Tobacco my Lord? 

L.Nol Ndo faith Tacke, 

Iach.D..p. My Lord Noland will you goeto Pimlico with 
vs? wee are making a boone voyage to thar nappy land of 
ſpice-cakes 3 js 

L.Xot. Heeres ſuch a merry ging, I could find in my heart 
zo faileto the worlds end with ſuch company , come Gentle- 
men let's on. 

Izch.Dap. Here's moſt amorous weather my Lord. 

Omnes Amorous weather, ' T7 heywalke, 

Iac.Dap. Is not amorous a good word? - * 


Enter Trapdore like apoore Sonuldier with a pateh o're one cie, and 
Teare-Cat with 21m, all tatters. 


Trap. Shall we ſet ypontne infantry,theſe troopes of foot? 
Zounds yonder comes fo/ my whooriſh Maifter & Miftreſſe, 
wo 1d I had her kidneys betweene my teeth, 

Tear-('at, Thad rather hauc a cow heele, 

Trap. Lounds Iam fo patcht yp, ſhe cannot diſcouer mee: 
wee | on. | | 

T.{ at. Alla corago then, 

Trap. Good your Honours,and Worſhips,enlarge the eares 
of commdtyeration, and let the ſound of a hoarſe military or- 
gan-pipe,penetrate your pittiful bowels to extract out of them 
ſo many ſmall drops of filuer,as may giuea hard trawbed iod- 
gingto a couple of maim d ſouldiers. 

Lacke Daz. Where are you maim'd? 
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T (at. Inboth our neather limbs, 

Mel. Come, come, Dapper, letsgiue em ſomething, las 
poore men, what mony haue you? by my troth I loue a ſouldier 
with my ſoule, | 

Stir Bewt, Stay, ſtay,where have you ſeru'd? 

T. Long. In any part of the Low countries? 

TYap. Not in the Low countrics,if it pleaſe your manhood, 
but in Hungarie againſt the Tarke at the fiedge of Belgrad. 

L.Nol. Who ſeru'd there with you firra? | 

Trap, Many Hungarians ,ZloldawmaniyValachians,and Tran- 
{luantans, with ſome Sclawonans,andretyring home fir , the Ve-- 
netian Gallies tooke vs priſoners,yet free'd vs, and ſuffered ys 
to beg vp and downe the country, 

Iack.Dap. You haue ambled all ouer I:a/y then. 

T rap, Oh fir,from Yenice to Roma, Vecchio, Bononia, Romania, 
Boloniag Alodena,Piacenza and Tuſcana,with all her Cities, as 
Piſtoia,Valteria, Mowntepulchena, Arrez.20,with the Stemners,and 
diverſe others. | | 

Mel. Meere rogues, put ſpurres to 'em once more, 

Iack. Dap. Thou look'(t like a firavge creature, a fat butter- 
box, yet ſpeak ſt Engliſh, Y 
What art thou? ] 


T.Cat. Jc> mine Yere.Jck bin den ruffliag Teare-Cat, 
Den,bzaue Doldado, Jck bin do2ick all Dutchlant. 
Guereſen:; Der Dyeliumdas meerc Jne 15eaa . 

Jne woert gaeb. 
Ick flaag vin ſkroakes ou fom Top: 
Daſtick Den hund:ed touzun Diuell halle, * | 
Fcollick miue Yere. 


Sir Bewr. Here,here,let's berid of their iobbering, 

Aol. Not a crofſe Sir Bewtions, you baſe rogues , I haue 
taken meaſure of you, berter then a taylor can, and Tle fit you, 
as you (monſter with one eie) haue fitted mee, 


Trap. Your Worſhip will not abuſe aſouldier, 
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Moll. Souldier ? thou deſeru'ſt to bec hang d vp by that 
tongue which diſhonouts ſo noble a profeſſion, ſouldieryou 
Skeldering varlet? hold, ſtand, there ſhould be a trapdore here 
abours. Pull off his patch 

Trap. The balles of theſe glafiers of mine (mine eyes ) 
ſhall be ſhot vp and downe in any hot peece of ſeruice for my 


inuincible Miſtreſle. 
lacke Dap. I did not thinke there had bene ſuch knauery in 


blacke patches as now I ſee. 


A. Oh fir he hath bene brought vp in thelle of dogges, 
and can both fawnelike a Spaniell, and bire like a Maſtiue, as 


. .heefinds occaſion. 
L.Nol. Whatare you firra? a bird of this feather too. 
T.{ at. A man beaten fromthe wars fir, 
T. Long. I thinke ſo, for you neuer ſtood to fight, 
lac.Dap. What's thy name feilow ſouldier? 
T.(at.Tam cal'd by thoſe that haue ſeen my valour,Tear-/{"ar. 
Omnes Teare-Cat? 
CAloll. A meere whip-Iacke, and that is in the Common. 
wealth of rogues,a ſ{laue, that can talke of ſea-fight, name all 
your chiefe Pirars, diſcouer more countries to you, then either 
the Dutch, Spaniſh,French, or Engliſh cuer found our, yet in- 
deed all his ſeruice is by land,and that is to rob a Faire,or ſome 
ſuch'venturous exploit; Teare-Car,toot firra I have your name 
now I remember me in my booke of horners, hornes forthe 
thumbe, you know how. 
T.{at. No indeed Captaine WMol(for I know you by fight) 
I am no ſuch nipping Chriſtian, but a maunderervpon the pad 
I confefle, and mecting with honeſt 7rapaore here, whom you 
had caſhierd from bearing armes,out at elbowes vnder your 
colours , I inftruted him inthe rudements of roguery, and 
by my map made him faile ouer any Country you canname,ſfo 
that now he can maunder better then my-ſelfe. | 
lack, Dap. So then TYapdorerhou art turn'd ſouldier now, 
Trap. Alas fir,now there's no warres, tis the ſafelt courſe of 


life I could take. 


Aol. I hope then you can cant, for by your cudgels, you 
Ta 
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frra are anvpright man, * 

Trap. As any walkes the hygh wayT aſſure you, 

Mot, And Teare-(at whatare you? awilde rogue, anan- 

ler, or a ruffler? li 

T.Cat, Brother to this vpright man, fleſh and bloud, ruf. 
Aing Teare-Cat is my name, and aruffler is my ftile, my title, 
my profeſſion, | , 

Abel, Sirra where's your Doxy, halt not with mee. 

Omnes Doxy Mol, what's that? \ 

Afel, His wench. | | 

Trap. My doxylT haue by the Se/ommmna doxy, that carries a 
kitchin mort 'in her lat at her backe, beflides my dell and 
my dainty wilde del, with all whom Tle cumblethis next dark- 
mans in the ſtrommel , and drinke ben baufe, | andeate a fat 
gruntling cheate, a cackling cheate, and a quacking cheate, 

lack, Dap. Here's old cheating. 

Trap. My doxy ftayes for me in a bouſfing ken, braue Cap- 


taine. 
Mol, Hee ſayes his wench ftaies. for himinan alchouſe: 


you are no pure rogues, 

T.(t. Pure rogues? no, wee ſcorne to be pure rogues, but 
;f you come toourlib ken, or our ſtalling ken, |you ſhall finde 
neither him nor mee, a quire cuffin, 

Aol. So fir, no churle of you. | 

T.Cat. No,but a ben caue, a braue caue, a pentry cuffin, 

L.Nol. Call you this canting? 

 Tack,Dap. Lounds,I le giue a ichoolemaiſter halfe a crowne 

a week, andteach mee this pedlers French. h 

Trap. Do but ſtrowle fir, halfe a harueſt with vs fir,and you 
ſhall gabble your belly-full. 

Mol. Come you rogue cant withme. | 

T.Lang. Well fayd Ml, cant with her firra,, andyou ſhall 
haue mony, elſe not a penny. | 

Trap. Te haue a bqut if ſhepleaſe. 


Mol, Come on firra, 
Trap; Ben mort,ſhall you and I heaue a booth, mill a kenor 


nipa bung, andthen wee'l couchahogſhead ynder the Ruffe- 
: mans 
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- mans, and there you ſhall wap with me,& lle niggle withyou, 

Mel, Out you damn'd impudent raſcall. 

"Trop. Cut benar whiddes, and hold your fambles and your | 
ſtampes. ; 

L Not. Nay,nay, Mol, why art thou angry ? what was his 
gibberiſh? 

Alot, Marry this my Lord ſayes hee; Ben mort (good 
wench)ſhal you and IT heaue a booth, mill a ken,ornip a bung? 
ſhall you and Troba houſe,or cut a purſe? 

Omnes Very Good, - (mans: 

Aol, And then wee'l coucha hogſhead vnder the Ruffe- 
And then wee lic vnder a hedge. 

Trap. That was my deſire Captaine, as 'tis fit a ſouldier 
ſhould lie. 

IMol. And there you ſhall wap with mee, and TIle niggle 
with you, and that's all. 

Sir Bewt. Nay, nay Adol what's that wap? 

Lick. Dap. Nay teach mee what niggling is, T'de fainebee 
niggling. 

Aol, Wapping and niggling is all one, the rogue my man 
can tell you, 

Trap, Tis fadoodling: if it pleaſe you,., 

Sir Bewt, This is excellent, one fit more good Moll, 

CI!, Come you rogue ling with me, 


A gape of ben Rom-bouſe 
Ina boufing ken of Rom-vile, 
T.Cat. Is Bcnar then x Caſter, 
Pecke,pennam,lay or popler, 
Wriich we mill in deuſe avile, 
Oh1 wudtib all the liphtmans, The ſoups 
Oh I woudliball the darkemans, 
By the ſollamon vnder the Ruffemans. 
By the follamon in the Hartmans, 
T.{ at. Andicourethe Quirc cramp ring, 
 Andcouch till a pallyard docked my dell, 


50 my bouly nab might skew rome bouſe well 
Auaſt 
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Auaſt to thepad,ler vs bing, 

Auaſt to the pad,lertvs bing. 
/ 


Ommnes Fine kuaues i faith, 

Iack-Dap. The grating of ten new cart-wheeles , and the 
pouring of five hundred hogs coming fromRumford mar- 

ct , cannot make a worſe noyle then this cantung language 
does in my eares; pray my Lord Noland, let's giue theſe ſoul- 
diers their pay, | 

Sir Bewr. Agrced, andletthem march, 

L.Nol. Heere Adot!, 

C1. Now I ſee that you are ſtal' dto the rogue, andare 
not aſhamed of your nn + wy looke you: my Lord Noland 
heere and theſe Gentlemen , beſtowes ypon you two, two 
boordes and a halfe, that's rwo ſhillings ſixe pence. 

Trap. Thankes to your Lordſhip. 

T.Cat. Thankes keroicall Captaine. 

Mol. Away. 

Trap. Wee foal cut ben whiaddes of your Maifters and Mi- 
reſhip, whereſocuer we come. | 

AZell. You'l maintaine firrathe old Iuſtices plot to his face. 

Trap. Elſe trine me on the cheats:hang me. 

Aol, Beſure you meete mee there, 

Trap. Without any more maundring Ile doo't , follow 
brave Tear-(a7. Exemnnt they two 

T.(at. 1 pre, ſequor,letvs go mouſe. manet thereſt, 
L.Nol. Mol what was in that cantingſong?| (onely milke 
Afo!. Troth my Lord, onely a praiſe of good drinke, the 
Which theſe w ilde beaſts Joue to ſucke, and thus it was: 
Arich cup of wine, oh it 15-juyce Diuine, 
More wholeſome for the head, :hen meate,drinke,or bread, 
To fill my drunken pate,with chat,T'de lit yp late, 
By the heeles wou'd Ilic,vnder a lowly hedge dic, 
Let aflauc haue apull at my whore, {oTbetull 
Of that precious liquor; Ay parcell of ſuch ſtuffe my Lord 


Not worth the opening, ® 
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Enter a Catpurſe very gallant with foure or fins men aft er 
him, onewith awand. 


L.N1. What gallant comes yonder? 
T. Log Maſle Ithinke I know him, tis one of Cumberland. | 


1 Cat. Shall we venture to ſhuffle in amongſt yon heap of 
Gallants,'an {trike? I 

= 2 (wrt. Tis a queſtion whether there bee any filuer ſhels 
3 | - 2m »1glt them, forall their ſattin outlides, 

Omnes Letstry? 
| | 121. Pox on him,a gallant? ſhaddow mee,I know him:'tis 
E o1e that cumbers the land indeed; if hee ſwimme neere to the 
ſhore of any of your pockets, looketo your purſes, 

Omnes Is t poſſible? | 

Chl. This braue fellow is no bettet thena foyſt, 

Omnerse Foylt, what s that? 

M2. A diver with two fingers, a picke-pocket; all his 
traine ſtudy the figging law, that's to lay, cutting of purſes and 
foyſting; one of them is a nip, Ttooke him once i the twopen- 
ny gallery ac the Fortune; then there's acloyer, or ſnap, that 
dogges any new brother inthattrade, and ſnappes will haue 
halte in any booty; Hee withthe wand is both a ſtale, whoſe 
offi-e is, to face a mani'the ſtreetes, whil ſt ſhels are drawne by 
an other,andthen with his blacke coniuring rod in his hand, he 
by the nimblenefle of his eye and iugling ſticke, will in chea- 
ping a peece of plate at a goldſmirhes all, make foure or fiue 
ringes mount from the top of his caduceus, andasif it were at 

E leape-frog, theyskip into his handpreſently. 

—_ 2.{ut. Lonunds wee are ſmoakt. Omnes, Ha? 

Y 2. Cut, Wee are boyl'd, pox on her; fee Mol the roaring 
E | _ drabbe. 

: 1.{:. All the diſcaſes of ſixteene hoſpitals boyle her:away. 
— Aol. Blefle you fir, 

I.{#t, And you good fir, ; 

Aol, Do (tnot ken mee mane» 


1.Cut. No rrult mee far. 
Mel, 
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Mol. Heart , there's a Knight to whom I'me bound for 
many fauours, loft his purſe at the laſt new play i the Swanne, 
ſeuen Angels in't,make it good you'r beft;do you ſee?no more, 


1.//»t, ASinagogue ſhall be cal'd Miſtrefle Mary,diſgrace 


mee not;pacm palabros,] will coniure for you, farewell: 


Adel, Didnot Itell you my Lord? 


L.Nol, I wonder how thoucam'ſt to the knowledge of 


theſe naſty villaines, 


T.Long, And why doe the foule mouthes of the world call 
thee Mol cutpurfie?a name,me thinkes, damn'd and odious. 


Mol. Dare any ſtep forthto my face and ſay, 
I haue tane thee doing fo A? I muſt confeſſe, 


In younger dayes,when I was aptto ſtray, 
I haue fat amongſt ſuch adders;ſeenetheir ſtings, 


As any here might, and infull play-houſes 
Watcht their quicke-diuing hands,to bring to ſhame 
Such rogues,and in that ftreame met anill name: 
When next my Lord you ſpie any one of thoſe, 
So hee bec in his Artaſcholler, queſtionhim, 
Tempt him with gold to open the large booke 
Of his cloſe villanies : and you your ſelfe ſhall cant 
Better then poore Mol can, and know more lawes 
Of cheaters, lifters,nips, foyſts,pugeards, curbers, 
Withall the diuels blacke guard, Fon it is fit 
Should be diſcouered to a noble wit, 
I know they haue their orders,offices, 
Circuits and circles, vnto which they are bound, . 
To raiſe their owne damnation in, 

Iack.D.4p, How do {t thou know it? 

Moll. As you do, I{hew it you, they to me ſhow it, 
Suppoſe my Lord you were in Venice. 


L.Nol, Well. 
Mol. If ſome Italian pander there would tell 


Allthe cloſetrickes of curtizans; would not you 
Hearkento ſuch a fellow? 


L.Nol, Yes. 
Mel. And here, 
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Being come from Venice, to afriend moſt deare 
That were to trauell thither, you would proclatme 
Your knowiedge in thoſe villanies, to ſaue 
Your friendfrom rheir quicke danger : muſt you haue 
Ablacke ill nam, becauſc ill things you know, 
 Goodtroth my Lord,I am made Mol cutpurlie ſo. 

How many are whores, in {mall ruffes and ſtill lookes ? 
How many chaſt, whoſe names fill ſlanders bookes? 
Were all men cucko!ds, whom gallants in theirſcornes 
Cal ſo, we ſhould not walke for goring hornes, 
Perhaps for my madde going ſome reproue mee, 
I pleaſe my ſelfe, and care not elſe who loues mee. 

Omnes Abraue minde oli faith. 

'T.Lym37, Come my Lord, ſhal's to the Ordinary? 

L.Nol. I, tis noone ſure. (or tothe world: 

AZol.Good my Lord, let not my name condemne meto you 
A fencer Thope may be cal'd a coward, is he ſo for that? 
If all that haue ill names in London, were to be whipt, (ther 
And to pay but tweluepencea peece tothe beadle, I would ra- 
Haue his office, then a Conſtables. . | 

Iack.Dap. So would I Captaine Aol: 'twere a ſweetetick- 


ling office 1 faith, £Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Alexander Wengraue, Goſhawke and - 
Greenewit, and others. 


eMlex, My ſonne marry a theefe, that impudent girle, 
Whom all the world ſticke their worft eyes vpon? 

Greene, How will your care preuent jt? 

Goſh, Tisim poſſible. 
They marry cloſe,thei r gone, but none knowes whether. 

eflex, Oh Gentlemen, when ha's a fathers heart-ſtrings 

| Enter a ſeruant. 

Held out ſolong from breaking: now what newes fir? 

Seruant. They were met vppo'th water an houre fince,fir, 
Putting in towards the Sluce. 

«Mex. The Sluce? come Gentlemen, 


"Tis. 
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Tis Lambith workes againft vs. 


Greene. Andthat 1th, ioynes more mad matches, then 
your fixe wet townes, twixt that and Wind/or-bridge , where 
fares lyc ſoaking. 


Alex. Delay ,no-time ſweete Gentlemen:to Blacke Fryars, 
Wee'ltake apaire of Oares and make after 'em, 


Trap. Your ſonne, and that bold maſculine rampe 
My miſtreſſe,are landed now at Tower, 
eMlex, Hoyda, at Tower? 
Trap. Iheardit now reported, 
Alex. Which way Gentlemen ſhall I beſtow my care? 
I'me drawne in peeces betwixt decceipt and ſhame. 
; Emer fr Ftz- Allard. 
Fitz-eAlla. Sir Alexander, ] 
You'r well met, and moſt rightly ſerued, 
My daughter was aſcorneto you. 
Alex. Say notſo fir. | 
Fitz-eAll, A very abieRt,ſhee poore Gentlewoman, 
; Your houſe had bene diſhonoured, Giue you ioy fir, 
Of your ſons Gaskoyne-Bride, you'l be a Grandfather ſhortly 
Toafine crew of roaring ſonnes and daughters, 
"Twill helpe to ſtacke the ſuburbes paſſing well fir. 
Alex. Oplay not with the miſeries of my heart, 
Wounds ſhould be dreſt and heal'd, not vext, or left 
Wide open, to the anguiſh of thepatient, 
And ſcornefull aire let in: rather ler pitty 
And aduiſe charitably helpe to refrcſh'em... 
Firz- All. Who'd place his charity ſo vaworthily. 
Like one that giues almes to a curſing beggar, | 
Had I but found one ſparke of ——— in you 
Toward my deſeruing child, whichthen grew fond 
Of your ſonnes vyertues,I had caſed you now, 
But Iperceiue both fire of youth and goodneſſe, 
Arerak d vp inthe aſhcs off your age, 
Elſe no fach ſhame ſhould haue come neere your houſe, 


_ Norſuchjgnoble ſorrowe touch your heart, 
| L 3 Alex. 
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eAlex. If not for worth, forpitties ſake 7 Miſt mee, 
Greene, You wrge athing paſt ſenſe, how i cat he helpe you? 
All his aſhRance is as fraile as ours, 
Full as vncertaine, where's the place that holds 'em? 
One brings vs waper-newes; then comes an other 
With a full charg'd mouth, like a culuerins voyce, 
And he reports the Tower; whoſe ſounds are trueſk? 
Goſh, Invaine you Barre him fr eAlexaraer. 
Fitz-+ All, ] flatrer him, Gentlemen you wrong mee grofly, 
Greene, Hee doe's it wel! i faith. | 
Firz-ell. Both newes are falſe, 
Of Tower or water:they tooke no ſuch w ay yet, - (plundges? 
eAl:x. Oh ſtrange: heare you this Gentlemen, yet more 
Fiz-eAlla,Th are neererihen you thinke for yet more cloſe, 
then if they were further off. 
Alex. How am I loſt in theſe diſtractions? 
Fitz- Allz, For your ſpeeches Gentlemen, 
Int?xing me for raſhnefle; fore you all, 
I wi. il engage my ſtace to halfe his vw ealch, 
Nay to his ſonnes reuenewes, whichare eſſe, 
os yet nothing ar all, ii]! they come from him; 
That Icould ( if my Lil ſtucketo my power ) 
Prevent this mariave yer, nay baniſh her 
For cuer from 11s thoughts, much more his armes, 
Alex, Slacke not this goodnefſe,though you heap ypon me 
Mountaines ot malice ih, reuenge hereafter : 
I'de willingly refigne vp halfe my ſtate to him, 
So he would marry the meaneſt drudge I hire] 
Greene. Hee talkes impoſſtbilites,and you beleeue 'em. 
Fitz-+Alla, Italke no more,thenTknow how to finiſh, 
My fortunes clſe are his that dares ſtake with me, 
The poore young CGentleman]T loue and pitty-: 
And to keepe ſhame from him,(becauſe the ſpring 
Of his afftetion was my daughters firſt, 
Till his frowne blaſted all ,)do bur beim 
Inthoſc poſſe ſons, which your loue and care 
Once pointed out for him, that he may haue roome, 


To 
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The Roaring Girle. 


To entertaine fortunes of noble birth, 
Where no'y his deſperate wants caſts him ypon her: 
And if Ido not forhis owne ſake chiefly, | 
Rid him of this diſeaſe, that now growes on him, 
Ile forfeit my whole ſtate, before theſe Gentlemen, 
Greeae. Troth but you ſhill not vadertake ſuch mat ches, 


Wee'lperſwade ſo much with you, 
eflex, Heere s my ring, 
He will belecue this token:fore theſe Gentlemen, 
I will confirme it fully:all thoſe lands, 
My firſt loue lotted him, he ſhall ftraight poſleſſe 
In that refuſall, 
Fitz» All, If T change it not, change mee into a beggar. 
Green, Are you mad fir? | 
Fitz- All, Tis done. k 
Goſh, Will you vndoe your ſelfe by doing, 
And ſhewe aprodigall tricke in your old daies? 
Alex. Tis a match Gentlemen, 
Fiz- All, 1,1,firT. | 
I akse no fauour;truſt to you for none, 
My hope reſts in the goodneſle of yourſon. Exit Fitz- Allard. 
Greene. Hee holds it vp well yet, ; 
Goſh, Of an old knight i faith, | 
Alex, Curſtbe the time, I laid his firſt loue barren, 
Wilfully barren,that before this houre 
Had ſprung forth friutes,of' comfort and of honour; 
Helou'd a vertuous Gentlewoman, Enter Moll: 
Geſb, Life,heerc's Mol. 
Green. lack. 
Goſh, How doſt thou Iacke? 
IHMel., How doſt thou Gallant? 
eAlex, Impudence, where's my ſonne? 
Aol. Weakenſle, go looke him. 
eMlex. Is this your weddin ; gowne? 
Aol, The man talkes monthly 
Hot broth and a darke chamber for the knight, 
I ſee heel be ſtarke mad at our next meeting. E xit CMoll 
' Goſh, Why fir,take comfort now,there's no ſuch marrer, IK 
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. No Prieſt will marry her,fir, for a woman, 


 Whiles thar ſhape 5 ON, and it was neuer knowne, 


Two meu were mar ried and conioynd in one: 

Your ioanchath made ſome ſhift to loue another, 

Alec, What etc ſhe be, ſhe has my bleſſing with her, 

May hes be rich, and fruutull,and recetue 

Like comfor: to their flue, as rake in them, 

Ha's pleas , Me now, yy not this, 

Through a vole wo! ld he could not chuſe amiſle. 

Green. Clady' are 10 penitent, for Your former ſ11ne fir, 

Ch, Say ne ſhould akednch with her ſmocke- dowry, 

No portion vv th her, dur herlips ana armes? 

Al-x, Why? who thriue better fir? they haue mofi bleſſing, 
Thou: oh other Ea more wealth,and lcalt repent, 

Many that want moſt, know the ot content, | 

Greene. $1 he ſhould marry a kind yourhfull (inner, 

Alex. Age will quench that,any offence but theft and drun- 
Nothing bur death can'wipe away, (kenneſfle, 
There ſinnes are ereene, cuen when there heads are gray, 

Nay I Cifpaire nor now, my heart's cheer d Gentlemen, 

No face can come vrfortunately to me, 

Now fir, your newes? Enter a ſeraant. 
Seruznt. Your ſonne with his faire Bride is neere at hand, 
llcx, Faire may their fortunes be. 

Gree: LS? you r reſolu'd fir, it was neuer ſhe, 
'Ax., Tfindeitinthe miticke of my heart, 


©:t:4 Mol maskt, in Scbaftians hand, and Fitz- Allard. 


Sc where they come. 
Ge. A proper luſty p: -eſence fir, 
Ac, Now has he pleas'd me right, Talwaies counſeld him 
To c hoo! e2 go0dly p erlonable creature, 
Tui: of her pitch was my hr{t wite his mother. 
Seb. Before] dare dilcouer my offcnce,1 knecle for pardon. 
Atex;My heart « one it thee, before thy tongue could aske it, 


File, thou haſt rais 'd my toy to greater height, 


Then 
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Then ts that ſeat where griefe deieRted it, 

Both welcome to my loue,and care for cuer, 

Hide not my happineſle too long, al's pardoned, 

Here are our friends, ſalute her,Gentlemen, They unmatkg ber. 
Omnes, Heart, who this Col? X 
eAlex, O my reuiuing ſhame, is't Tmuſt live, 

To be ftrucke blind, be it the worke of ſorrow, 

Before age take'tin hand. 

Fux- All, Darkenefſe and death, 
Haue you deceau'd mee thus? did engage 
My whole eſtate for this. 

Alex, You askt no fauour, 

Andyou ſhall finde as little, fince my comforts, 

Play falſe with me, Ile be as crucllto thee | 

As priefe to fathers hearts, 

Afel. Why what's the matter with you? 

Lefſe roo much ioy, ſhould make your ape forgetfull, 

Are you too well, too happy? 

efler, Witha vengeance. 

CMol, Methinkes you ſhould be proud of ſucha daughter, 

As good a man, as yourſonne, 
eAlex, O monſtrous impudence.. 
el. You had no note before,an vnmarke Kinght, 

Now all the townewill take regard onyou, | 

And all your enemies feare you for my ſake, 

You may paſſe where you liſt,through crowdes moſt thicke, 

And come of brauely wirh your purſle vnpickt, 

You do not knowthe benefits I bring with mee, 

No cheate dares worke vpon you, with thumbe or knife, 

While y'aue aroaring girle to your ſonnes wife, 

Alex, Adiuell rampant. 

Fitz-eAlla, Haue you ſo much charity? 

Yet toreleaſe mec of my laſt raſh bargaine, 

And Ile giue in your pledge. 

Alex. No fir,l ſtand to'r, Ile worke ypon aduantage, 

As all milchiefes do vpon mee, 


Atz-el, Content, bearewitneſſe all then 
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His are the lands, and ſo contention ends, 
Here comes your ſonnes Bride,twizt two noble friends, 


Enter the Lord Noland, and Sir Bewtious Ganymed, with Ma 
ry Fitz-Allard betweene them, the (1 utizcns and their 
wines with them, 


X!, Now are you guild as you would be,thanke me for't, 
I'de a fore-finger int. 

$5. Forgiue mce father, 

Though there before your eyes my ſorrow fain'd, 
This till was (hoe, for whom true loue complain'd, 

Atex, Bleſſings eternali, andthe ioyes of Angels, 
Beginne yourpeacc heere, to be ſign din heauen, 

How tſhortmyſleepe of ſorrow ſeemes now to me, 
To this eternity of boundleſfe comforts, 

That findsno want but vtterance, and expreſſion, 

My Lord your office heere appeares ſo honourably: 
Sofullof ancient goodneſſe, grace,and worthineſle, 
I ncucr tooke more ioy inſight of man, 

Then in your comfortable preſence now. 

L Not. NorTmore delight in doing grace to vyertue, 
Then in this worthy Gentlewoman, your ſonnes Bride, 
Noble Firz-+AFlards daughter, to whoſe honour 
And modeſt fame, Iama ſeruant vow'd, 
$o is this Knight, 

eA/-x, Your loues make my ioyes proud, 

Bring foorth thoſe deeds of land,my care layd ready, 
And which,old knight, thy nobleneſſe may challenge, 
Toyad withthy daughters vertues, whom Ipriſe now, 
As deerely as that fleſh, I call myne owne, 
Forgiueme worthy Gentlewoman, 'twas my blindneſſe 
When Ireiected thee, I ſaw thee nor, 
Sorro'y and wilfull raſhneſſe grew like filmes 
Ouertheeyes of iudgement, now ſo cleere 
I ſee the brightneſle of thy worth appeare. 
4, Duty and loue may I deferucintkoſe, 
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The Roaring Girle, 


And all my wiſhes haue a perfe cloſe, 
Alex. That tongue can neuer erre,the ſound's ſo ſweere, 
Here honeſt ſonne, receive into thy hands, |, 
The keyes of wealth, poſſeſſion of thoſe lands, 
Which my firſt care 2 Is thetrthine owne, 
Heauen giue thee a blefling with 'em, the beſt ioyes, 
That can in worlaly ſhapes to man betide, 
Are fertill lands, and a faire fruitfull Bride, 
Of which I hope thou'rr ſped. 


Seb, I hopeſo too fir. 
Mol. Father and ſonne, I ha done you ſimple ſeruice here, 


Seb, For which thou ſhaltnotpart All ynrequited, 
Alex, Thou art a madd girle, and yet I cannot now con- 
demne thee, 
Hol, Condemne mee?troth and you ſhould fir, 
T'de make you ſecke out one to hang in my roome, 
I'de giue you the flip at Gallowes,and cozenthe people, 
Heard you this ieſt my Lord? 


L.Nol. What is it /acke? 
Aeo!, He was in feare his ſonne would marry mee, 


But neuer dreamt that T weuld nere apree, 
L. Noel. Why?thou had'ſ a luiter onceIacke, when wilt marry? 
Adel. Whol my Lord, Ile tell you when ifaith, 
| Whenyou ſhall heare, 

Gallants yoyd from Serieants feare, 
Honeſty and truth vnſlandred, | 
Woman mand, burneverpandred, 
Cheates booted, but not coachr, | 
Veſſels older ere they r broachr. | 
If my minde be then not varied, | 
Next day following, Ile be married, : | 


E.Nsol. This ſounds like domeſ-day, 
Afoll; Then were marriage beſt, 
For if I ſhould repent, I were ſoone at reſt, 
Alex, Introth tho'arta good wench, Ime ſorry now, 


The opinion was fo hard, I conceiud of thee, 
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Somewrongs Tue done thee. 
Trap, Is the winde there now? 
'Tis time for mee to kneele and confeſle firſt, 
Eorfeare it come too late,and my braines feele ſt, 
Vpon my pawes, I aske youpardon miſtreſle. 
 2al. Pardon? for what fir? what ha's your rogucſhip done 
now? | 
Trap. Thaue bene from time to time hird to confound you, 
by this ola Gentleman, | 
Aol, How? f 
Trap. Pray forgine him, 
Bat may I connſcll you, you ſhould neuer doo t, 
Many a ſnare to entrapp your Worſhips life, | 
HauelT laid priuily, chaines, watches, Iewels, 
And when hee ſaw nothing could mount you vp, 
Foure hollow-hearted Angels he then gaue you, 
By which he meant to trap you, I to faue you, 
Atx. Toall which,ſhame and griefe in me cry ouilty, 
Forgiue mee novv, I caſt the worlds eyes from mee, 
And look: ypon thee freely with mine owne: 
I fee the moſt of many wrongs before hee, 
Catt from the iawes of enuy and her people, 
And nothing foule bur that, Il e neuer more 
Condemne by common voyce,for that sthe whore, 
That deceiues mans opinion; mockes his truſt, 
 Cozens his loue, and makes his heart vniuſt, 
At. Here bethe Angels Gentlemen, they were glen me 
A5a Mufitian, Ipurlue no pitty, 
Follow/ſthe law, and you can cucke mee, ſpare not 
Hang vþmy vyallby me, and I care not. 
A'ex, So tarre I me ſorry, Tlethrice double 'em 
Tomake thy wrongs amends, 
Come worthy friends my honourable Lord, | 
Sir Bewteons Ganymed, and Noble Fitz -+AUard, 
And you kind Gentlewoman, whoſe ſparkling prelence, | 
Are glories ict inmariage, beames of ſociety, 
For all your loues gittAluſterto my ioyes, 
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Enter Trapdore, 
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The Roaring Girle: 
The happinefſe of this day ſhall be remembred, 


Atthe returne of euery ſmiling ſpring: 

| Inmy time now tis borne, and may no ſadneſſe 
Sit on the browes of menypon that day, 

But as I am, ſoall goepleas'd away, 


 Epilogus, 


» Painter hauing drawne with curious Art: 

The piQture of a woman (cuery part, | 
Limb'dtothelife) hung out the pecce toſell: | 

People (who paſs'd along) verwing it well, | 

Gaue ſeuerall verdicts on it. ſome diſpraiſed 

The haire, ſome ſayd the browes too high were raiſed, 
Some hit her o're the lippes, miſlik'd their colour, 

Some wiſht her noſe were ſhorter, ſame, the eyes fuller, 
Others ſayd roſes on her cheekes ſhould grow, 
Sweating they lookt too pale, others cry'd no, _ 

The workeman till as fault was found,did mend it, 

In hope to pleaſe all; (but this worke being ended) 

And hung open atftall, it was ſo vile, 

$0 monſtrous and fo vgly all men did {mile 

Atthe poore Painters folly. Such wee doubt. 

Is this our Comedy, Some perhaps do floute 

The plot, ſtying3'tis too thinne, too weake, t00 meanc, 
Sone forthe perſon will reuile the Scoene, 

And wonder, that acrearure of her being 

Should bee the ſubicct of a Poet,{eceing 


Inthe worlds eie,none weighes ſo light: others looke 
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For all thoſe baſe trickes publiſh in abooke; 


(Foule as bis braines th<y flow'd from) of Cut-xuiſe, 
Of Nips and Foyfis, naſtie, obſcoene diſcourles, 

As full of lies, as emptie of worth or wit, 

For any honeſt care, or eye vafit. And thus, 

It we to euery braine(that's humerous) 

Should faſhion Sceanes, we | with the Painter) (hall 

In ſtriuing to pleaſe all, pleatenone at all. 

Yet for ſuch faults, as cither the writers wit, & 4 
Ornegligence of the Actors do commit, 

Both craue your pardons :if what both haue done, 
Cannot tull pay your expectation, 

| The Rorme Gerle her {elte ſome few dayes hence, 

Shall on this Stage, piue larger recompence, (you, 
Which Mirth that you may ſhare in, het ſcfe does woe 
And craucs this f1gac, your hands to beckcn her to you, 


/ 


FINIS. 


REPRODUCED FROM THE COPY IN THE 


HENRY E. HUNTINGTON LIBRARY | - 


FOR REFENENCE ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION 


